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FOREWORD 

Historians generally have slurred the character 
of Anne Boleyn, mother of the great Queen Eliza- 
beth of England^ in order to condone the conduct 
of her husband, the base, arbitrary and cruel 
tyrant, King Henry VHI. 

The report that Anne was an artful, scheming 
beauty angling for a crown, and one who helped 
compass the death of the noble Katherine of 
Arragon to obtain the same, has been believed by 
the public, but it is untrue. It is generally for- 
gotten that for seven years she kept King Henry 
from her» until he sued, persecuted and hedged 
up her life so completely that at last he force- 
fully compelled her to become his wife. 

This novel refutes the conception that Anne 
was a base courtesan, striving by all means to 
rise, and at last succeeding. It is only a novel, 
however, written to entertain and instruct, but 
with more truth in it than fiction. So many his- 
toric characters and great celebrities lived in the 
period covered by this story that the writer has 
found opportunity to brush garments with only a 
few of them. To the public he apologizes for the 
limited space wherein he has been able only inci- 
dentally to mention them. 

In this period the king's word was law^ and in 
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King Henry's reign there developed the worst ter- 
rorism of absolutism. History does not say why 
Parliament and people did not correct this, except 
that it was the age of divine-right kings. Even 
the kings' worst foes and the victims of their base- 
ness and tyranny feared to assassinate them lest 
they should be lifting their hand against God, 
Fear^ too, played its part, for at the king's beck 
heads fell upon the block. 

Only by keeping these facts in mind may the 
reader understand why the characters in the book 
act as they do, and are not weak as they may 
seem. 

R. D. 
Sandfoint, Idaho. 
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CHAPTER I 
THE KING'S MESSENGER 

As he sang a love sonnet, a rider cracked his 
hunting whip at a leaf on a bough and scattered a 
erpray of yellow gorse-bkxHn to the winds. His 
overflowing spirits bespoke his sunny nature. 
He sat well in his saddle with an easy abandon, 
and with reins dangling loosely, for his superb 
mount started not at his master's vagaries with 
his whip, but galloped along as if in perfect ac- 
cord with his mood. The song of the rider burst 
forth again, as the intense life action of his horse 
was conmmnicated to him ; and he cared not that 
his trunks and shoes were drenched with dew when 
the animal took its way through the deeper ferns 
which rose in prodigal luxuriance as high as the 
rider's knees. The horse lifted his limbs with 
grand confidence, showering sparkling dewdrops 
everywhere, which looked like diamonds flung 
broadcast. 

The morning was young, yet it found him well 
on the road, for the king's message could not be 
delayed ; and an attraction awaited him at the end 
of his journey. The cardinal's favorite, the 
young heir of Northumberland, and Thomas 
Wyatt, who was the bearer of the king's message, 
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were great friends; and the two coveted each 
other's society, and were never happier than when 
together. 

The king and queen had been invited by the 
great cardinal-lord-chancellor to a week's enter- 
tainment at his new home at Hampton Court 
palace, and the young poet carried with him the 
king's reply to the cardinal's invitation. 
Through straggling villages be passed, waking 
the drowsy with snatches of love sonnets ; then to a 
maid with milk pail poised upon her head he 
threw a kiss as he bade her good-day, and laughed 
at her blushes as she pouted and turned from him. 
Putting more life into his horse with a touch of 
his heels, he galloped forward, and after covering 
a mile or two, came to the gate of a lordly park — 
really more forest than park, so extensive was it, 
for it was the boundary of Wblsey's domain which 
he was converting from a wilderness into a para- 
dise. Wyatt found himself in a superb avenue 
more than a mile in length, which must have cost 
great labor and expense in its conversion from the 
wild to its present grandeur of towering oaks, 
elms, and other great lordlings of the forest. 

On either side of this magnificent avenue the 
undergrowth had been cleared, leaving only the 
great forest giants, beneath which was springy 
moss with primroses, violets and wide-eyed 
anemones in great clustering patches, which made 
it look like a fairy garden, so beauteous were they 
and so sweet their perfume. 
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THE KING'S MESSENGER 8 

At a point in the avenue there were branching 
arms to right and left, cleared like the rest; and, 
as Wyatt looked its full length to where gates of 
massive grilled work, set in flanking towers on 
which rested couchant lions, admitted to the 
cardinal's matchless lawns and pleasure gardens, 
he saw the avenue was designed in the form of a 
gigantic cross. The intersection of the arms of 
this cross was occupied by a crystal lake in the 
center of which rose a magnificent fountain of 
purest white marble. It was a tower-shaped 
column surmounted with the goddess Diana in 
gold. At her feet, on the four corners of her 
majestic pedestal, were nymphs pouring forth 
libations in sparkling, misty sprays which, in the 
sunlight, turned to shimmering diamonds and 
iridescent rainbows as the changeful breeze played 
with this pure creation of the great cardinal's 
fancy. 

Wyatt halted his horse in admiration. His 
poetic soul took in every detail, from shimmering 
rainbows to chaste pond-lilies nestling at the feet 
of the superb pedestal of the goddess ; to a noble 
stag leading gentle does and more timid fawn 
down to the lake-side, where they sipped the 
water daintily like veritable lordlings bom to such 
a sylvan paradise. 

" Hola ! hola-a-a ! " a hunting horn rang out, 
and looking in the direction of the sound, Wyatt 
saw a huntsman emerging from the almost im- 
penetrable forest; and he recognized his friend. 
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his best friend in all the wide world, Percy, the 
young lord of Northumberland. 

Putting spurs to his horse he rounded the lake 
and joined him. 

" Glad to meet you, Percy ! You are out early ! 
What luck, old fellow? Have the dogs done jus- 
tice to the morning's chase? " asked Wyatt 
eagerly, as, riding close to his friend, they clasped 
hand^. 

" Hector carries a fair answer to your in- 
quiries, Thomas, or I think so ! " and the young 
noble glanced at a buck slung across his horse's 
withers. Two large hounds sniffed and carefully 
licked at the blood which dripped from its dan- 
gling head, and looked at their master with dog 
pride as if conscious of having achieved his heart's 
desire. 

His saddle-bags, slung behind Him, attested the 
success of his bow, and Wyatt with admiration 
saw that his friend had had a splendid hunt. 

" I did not look for you so early. Had I 
thought that you would arrive so soon, I should 
have waited for you, but — " 

But Wyatt broke in on his friend, almost for- 
getting his mission in the joy of their meeting: 
" His majesty's message I had almost forgotten. 
Let us hurry to the palace, for I dare not delay 
the king's dispatch even by my gladness at seeing 
you, and we can chat together on the way." 
Then setting their horses in motion they rode 
forward. 
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" Has the king accepted the cardinal's invita- 
tion, Thomas? " 

" I am not quite sure, but I bear his answer. 
I think it is an acceptance, for, when assisting to 
disrobe him last evening, I heard him growl to 
Suffolk that he had a good mind to, as he was 
curious to see the cardinal's new home which was 
becoming the talk of England." 

" And what did the duke reply? I do not 
like him. Charles Brandon has changed since 
he married the king's sister, and has be- 
come the author and abettor of the king 
in most of the dirty things he is descending to 
lately." 

" Oh, Suffolk said, * Let us go ; then we can see 
how far he rivals your highness.' " 

" The dirty cur ! He cannot speak without a 
cutting suggestion. It is that which makes the 
king 50 irritable lately, Thomas. Suffolk hates 
his emineuLce." 

^^ The cardinal can manage the king alone, 
but when Norfolk and Suffolk are with his maj- 
esty, they hint at all sorts of things to punt his 
envy against his eminence. I have heard them." 
And Wyatt spoke hotly for he had a high regard 
for the eminent cardinal. 

"We have all been pushing the preparations 
for the king's visit so that matters are well in 
hand under Sir Reginald who worships his 
eminence and has a genius for entertaining. But 
let us on. I am anxious to know what your dis- 
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patch contains, Thomas." And they rode toward 
the gates of Wolsey's palace. 

Passing through they entered a patch of forest 
his eminence had left untouched, which formed a 
wilderness flanking the magnificent gardens and 
pleasure grounds immediately surrounding the 
palace ; for the cardinal's fancy was to have wild 
nature border his created paradise. Now the two 
entered a grand rideway which skirted lawns and 
gardens filled with beauteous, floral loveliness, and 
where stretching vistas of flowers of all hues vied 
with each other to attract attention, while foun- 
tains splashed and sjmrkled in the brilliant sun- 
light. 

Bishops and abbots, lords and ladies, gallants 
and damsels moved about in bowered walks and 
shady groves and by the silvery river side, making 
a dazzling bewildering panorama of moving life 
and oolor. 

Passing animated groups who recognized the 
two, they entered a massive archway of the pal- 
ace and passed into a great quadrangle where 
grooms took their horses. The two repaired to 
Percy's lodging where he hastily changed from 
his hunting clothes into courtier dress. It was 
in admiration that Wyatt watched Percy change, 
for he was a modern Hercules. He stood over 
six feet tall, with a splendid head, with noble, 
chiseled features, set well on massive shoulders. 
Black hair curled softly about and clung to his 
temples. Large blue eyes looked at you with an 
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THE KING'S MESSENGER 7 

insistence of force and strength, yet they could 
soften to the tenderness of a woman's. Nature 
could not have done more for him physically, so 
matchlessly formed was he. His physique sug- 
gested refinement with suppleness and grace; yet 
his muscular development denoted the -prodigious 
strength which he truly possessed. 

" Come, Thomas, let us haste ! His eminence 
must never know that I hindered you with the 
king's message, for he is most punctilious in such 
matters," and they hastened to what the cardinal 
called his work-room. 

Passing up the grand stairway they entered 
audience chambers crowded with gossiping court- 
iers, then into a crowded ante-chamber where was 
assembled a large gathering of the immediate 
court of his eminence. 

With only a nod to the door-keeper they 
entered the cardinal's room, and passed to the 
great, cardinal legatus-de-latere, or the Pope's 
special representative, which position Wolsey now 
held. 

His eminence sat in a great chair before a 
writing table, with secretaries taking down his 
words as he unhaltingly dictated to two at a 
time. A glance with a brightening of the face, 
was his acknowledgment of the two as they came 
to him, Wyatt waiting with the king's dispatch in 
his hand. 

The cardinal was a handsome man of fifty-five. 
He was tall and vigorous-looking, though there 
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was a slight stoop in his shoulders, and a little 
gray showing in his once jet black hair; but there 
was a majesty in his person with a commanding 
look which some interpreted to be sternness, and 
his piercing glance read men immediately. 

Touching him lightly upon the shoulder to 
arrest his attention, Percy said with the familiar- 
ity of a favorite: " Thomas Wyatt bears a mes- 
sage from the king, your eminence." 

" Then all matters must await his majesty's 
pleasure,'' the cardinal immediately responded, 
and taking the king's dispatch he broke the seal. 
Throwing himself well back in his chair he allowed 
the light to fall upon the kingly hand. As he 
read, a change from uncertainty to certainty was 
indicated in his face ; then turning to his favorite, 
wlio waited with his hand resting upon his chair, 
the cardinal placed his own hand upon Percy's 
with ever so slight a pressure of attractiveness or 
caress, as he said: " Their majesties will be with 
us in three days. Summon Sir Reginald." 



CHAPTER II 
THE CARDINAL'S GUESTS 

Sir Reginald Bray found himself busy arrang- 
ing for his eminence's guests^ for it was a gigantic 
task to receive fittingly, lodge and provide for sev- 
eral thousand. All the great nobles, the flower of 
England's chivalry, with their numerous retainers, 
were invited to meet their majesties and assist in 
entertaining them with grand masques, joust and 
tournament. 

Among the early arrivals were the earls of 
Southampton, Surrey and Shrewsbury with a great 
retinue of knights, esquires and retainers. The 
lords^ Stafford, Dacre and Huntley, and the 
Marquis of Dorset followed with numerous others. 
The Princess Mary, Henry's and Katherine's 
only daughter, had journeyed from Wales to grace 
the occasion, for it was a rare assemblage and 
caused much comment in those hard times. 

The king had lately asked the country for a 
loan to prosecute the war in France, and was as 
irritable as a bear when the cardinal failed to col- 
lect it. The nobles only half-heartedly responded 
to the king's wish, and the people utterly refused 
and rose up in arms. It took Norfolk some time 
to suppress them and it was not without blood- 
shed. 

9 
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Norfolk and Suffolk united forces in opposing 
the cardinal, for they hated him, being envious of 
his high position and influence. They had been 
lately drawing the king's attention to his increas- 
ing riches, to his palatial homes, and especially 
this his new creation, Hampton Court palace. 
When almost goaded to madness, Wolsey had been 
obliged to invite their majesties to visit him. 
Whether this would move the king's cupidity or 
merely give him pleasure, remained to be seen. 
The nobles, already arrived, conversed in groups, 
and discussed the matter. 

" I would not be the cardinal for anything, for 
he has a thankless ofllce. He bears the brunt of 
the whole discontent of the realm, and makes him- 
self a strainer into which gathers all that offends," 
Shrewsbury remarked, for he was a staunch friend 
of Wolsey's. 

^^ His ambition has brought it on himself, 
Shrewsbury. I am. not sorry for him. He is just 
where he catches it all, and cannot help himself. 
He needs to be one step higher to escape it, ha, 
ha! but I think he will descend rather than make 
it," and Surrey laughed as he voiced his own and 
the sentiments of his all-powerful father, the Duke 
of Norfolk. 

" You are no friend of the cardinal's, Surrey," 
Southampton retorted. 

" Ah, but Wolsey is too domineering, Southamp- 
ton. He assumes too much and acts as if he were 
the Holy Father, presuming on his legatesbip. 
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And after all it is only a left-handed honor, for 
you know how he was cheated out of the reality at 
the last conclave," and Surrey smiled with satis- 
faction at the thought of it. 

" Let me hear about it, for I never got the right 
of that matter? *' Sir Piers Butler inquired, for he 
was a bachelor knight from the country, and court 
gossip had not reached his home in Wiltshire. 

^^ It was a dead sell on Wolsey, and astute as he 
is, he fell into the trap. You see the emperor 
promised him his support in the last conclave. 
Francis and Henry did also. Charles wrote letters 
to the cardinals he could influence to vote for his 
eminence, and actually showed the letters to 
Wolsey, who then was sure of being elected. But 
then Charles wrote others countermanding the 
first, and his eminence got left, ha ! ha \ ha ! " and 
Surrey roared with laughter. 

" I'll guarantee Wolsey was miad ! " Staff^ord 
commented. 

" Mad is no name for it ! he was raging ! furious ! 
Henry smiled when the cardinal told him, for he 
was far from sorry, and wished to retain the keen- 
witted chancellor. He would have lost him had he 
been elected Pope, and Henry would have been at 
his mercy ! " 

" Yes, Surrey, I can imagine Henry kissing 
Wolsey's toe ! The king had a hand in the treach- 
ery and helped block him," Dacre said thought- 
fully. 

" Suffolk knows. He laughed outright in the 
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cardinal's face when he heard the news, and in that 
way of his he sidlingly whispered in the king's ear, 
when they both laughed together. Suffolk is a 
devil-may-care rogue, and has a growing influence 
with the king as we all can see ! " and Dorset spoke 
the truth. 

" But the thing is, he is crafty and never shows 
his hand. Suffolk subtly suggests, and the king 
does his bidding when he thinks he is doing his 
own," Dacre responded, for this was Suffolk's 
way. 

"That is true diplomacy, Dacre. I consider 
Suffolk to be the strongest man with the king and 
the most to be feared. He is really the creator of 
the king's mind, and poses as being a reflection," 
Shrewsbury remarked. 

" What do you think of the king's visit here, 
Surrey? " Southampton inquired. 

" I don't know. Wolsey may have some master 
stroke up his sleeve. He was goaded to silence 
yesterday, when the king bluntly said that he 
* could fatten his following and keep poor him- 
self,' " and Surrey retailed a bit of court gossip. 

" My, that was coarse ! Did the king say 
that? " Shrewsbury asked. 

" Yes, and the cardinal winced, for he is sensi- 
tive, and we all know Henry is a spendthrift, and 
the treasury is empty. We are all guilty, my 
lords, for we did not respond as we ought on that 
loan." And Surrey winked his eye and gave a 
cynical smile. 
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All looked guilty and were not so bold to re- 
mark as the Earl of Surrey, for the loan was a 
sore point with them because times were close and 
treacherous. The remark was like cold water 
poured over them all and they stood awhile with- 
out speaking. Watching the moving throng, they 
saw Percy and Wyatt approaching them. 

" Be careful what you say before those two, my 
lords. Northumberland bristles like a baited boar 
whenever his eminence's name is mentioned," Dacre 
cautiously remarked under his breath. 

" And what do you think of his eminence's home, 
my lords? I apologize for not personally enter- 
taining you, but guests are arriving which keeps 
me busy. On the king's arrival there will be en- 
tertainment enough for you, I warrant," Percy 
cordially said. 

" We are contented, Percy. You deserve no re- 
proaches for lack of hospitality. We are trying 
to locate ourselves in this bewildering maze of . 
palatial grandeur which r ivals Versailles , and cer- bc/4^,^i^<4i^ 
tainly outrivals his Holiness' quarters just now as y^ /. 

he is menaced by the emperor's army," Shrewsbury V^y^^'^ 
replied. ^•^^'C . TT-' 

" The whole palace is yours ! But I must hurry J.S..i€ IX 
to the entrance, I see, for some are arriving." il* ' 
Percy moved with Wyatt towards the grand en- ^5^^>ti£/ ]( 
trance, as a cavalcade approached with two ladies ^.ii^jii 
riding in the center, while two knightly men rode ^i'^^^'^ 
one on either side of them and a whole retinue of ^^ <* '" >- 
esquires and retainers followed. . - /. „ 
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One of the ladies was elderly, but she rode with 
her head high, and bore such a look of disdain on 
her face that one was at a loss to tell whether she 
had assumed it to give her courage, or whether it 
was the genuine hauteur of an old aristocrat, 
inbred to the bone. 

The younger of the two was a vision of loveli- 
ness. She was radiant and dimpled, and her beau- 
tiful face, pink-hued and lily white, rippled with 
laughter and bubbled with vivacity. She had 
sparkling eyes, wavy, golden-brown hair which 
framed her face like a picture, and which her coif 
could not either confine or conceal. She rode 
her palfrey perfectly, flicking her whip with her 
daintily gloved hand; her whole being personified 
emotion, her carriage was that of a queen, and her 
musical laughter sounded like rippling water to the 
thirsting. 

" George Boleyn ! Sir Thomas ! and — Anne ! " 
Wyatt exclaimed, as he moved eagerly forward 
with Percy to welcome and assist them in dismount- 
ing. 

" I give you hearty welcome. Sir Thomas, and 
all with you ! in the cardinal's name, and no less in 
my own ! And ladies, I bow to your charms. His 
eminence has honored me in receiving you in his 
name, and he will personally receive you later," 
and Percy was gallantry personified, as, with a 
sweeping bow, his glance traveled to the vision 
of loveliness before him. 

"We thank his eminence, through you, my 
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lard," the knight replied, alighting. But Percy 
scarcely heard the knight's thanks for he had fol- 
lowed Wyatt to the lovely, younger lady, where he 
interestedly watched his friend assist her from her 
horse and envied him the privilege. Both of them 
overlooked the elder lady in their zeal for the 
younger beauty, to the neglect of true, courtly 
manners. 

"Can this be my dear friend of long ago?" 
Wyatt exclaimingly questioned, as with animated 
face he flung his bonnet down and lifted the 
beauty from her saddle and set her on the 
ground. 

" And I should know you — Thomas, among a 
thousand, with that wavy hair ! La, la ! you have 
not changed a particle, but just grown into a big 
boy ! " and to Wyatt's confusion the beauty laugh- 
ingly responded to his welcome. 

" But you have changed — wondrously ! " he 
said rapturously, as he gazed at her, not further 
daring to express himself. 

" And you still have not forgotten your slow- 
ness, Thomas," she said, reminding him of his 
duty. 

" You always did distract me ! I beg your 
pardon — I forgot ! " and he introduced Percy to 
the ladies. 

With a bow the ladies acknowledged the intro- 
duction, Anne inclining to him; and there was a 
something which caused the blood to mount to his 
cheeks when he observed the rare vision before him, 



16 ANNE BOLEYN 

with the suggestion of a smile animating her 
beautiful face as she glanced at him; and he was 
conscious that she was taking In the lines of his 
superb Inches and splendid physique, as with mu- 
sical voice she said : ** I am glad that his eminence 
has some of the younger courtiers In his train, for 
I was afraid, until her majesty arrived, that I 
might find It dull. But with my brother, Thomas 
Wyatt and the Lord Percy, I surely shall have no 
excuse for dullness." 

" Nay ! we are your devoted slaves ! I pledge 
you for all, you shall not have one lagging hour. 
Lady Mary Talbot, with some of the maids of her 
majesty's entourage are here, so I can promise 
pleasant companions and delightful hours for 
you ! " and Percy offered his arm as he said to Sir 
Thomas : " Allow me to escort you to your quar- 
ters. Wyatt — give Lady Boleyn your arm,** 
and he led the way up the grand stairs with the 
feel of Anne's fingers tipping his arm, which 
thrilled him with a joy never before experienced ; 
and his wildly beating heart pounded Its confirma- 
tion within him, when he glanced at the divine 
being at his side. He wondered what was hap- 
pening to him, as he marshaled them through In- 
numerable corridors to their assignment. 

Ushering them Into beautiful apartments, the 
young lord said: " These are yours, Sir Thomas. 
His eminence charged me to tell you that they 
but lodge your family, while the palace is your 
home. Dinner will be at seven, in the great ban- 
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queting hall, after which there will be presenta- 
tions." 

Bowing, the two left, Percy giving a parting 
look at the lovely Mistress Boleyn who was look- 
ing out of a window, her side view showing a most 
exquisite profile. 

Outside the two looked at one another, and 
each could see a something in the other which 
might mean rivalry for them in the coming days. 



CHAPTER III 
ANNE BOLEYN 

The cardmaPs dinner was a grave affair which 
daily took place with much state in the great 
dining-hall. The room was one hundred and six 
feet long, forty feet wide, and sixty feet high, 
hung with costly tapestries and rich draperies, and 
decorated with antlered heads of deer and trophies 
of the chase, and with flags and war trophies from 
celebrated battlefields. Hans Holbein, the king^s 
painter, had added some of his masterpieces of 
popes and royalties, and a large, life-size picture 
of his eminence, which he had just finished, gazed 
at you from above the great fireplace. Off from 
this famous dining-hall was a withdrawing room, 
sixty feet long and thirty wide, sumptuously 
adorned and crowded with rare works of art. It 
was here that his eminence held court, receiving 
presentations after dinner. Here the cardinal's 
musicians were heard, and sweet voices of dames 
and gallants delighted him, bringing rest and re- 
laxation after the daily weight of affairs of state. 

With much ceremony the cardinal entered. He 

was habited in red, even to his carbuncle- jeweled 

shoes. The only relief in his rich red garb was a 

collar of priceless lace which somewhat relieved his 

dark features, almost habitually set in sternness, 
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interpreted by some to represent his true charac- 
ter. He came slowly in, walking between his fa- 
vorite and Lord Shrewsbury, and following his 
grand comptroller who led them gravely down the 
crowded hall, as with his staff of office he motioned 
right and left and called : " Way for his eminence ! 
Guests to your places ! " At the same time all 
present were marshaled in line and proceeded to 
the places the chamberlains appointed them. 

As Percy accompanied his eminence, his eyes 
roved the great hall for a sight of his lovely vision 
of the morning; and he soon espied her with 
Shrewsbury's daughter, Lady Mary Talbot, a 
beautiful lady with dark curling hair and dreamy 
soft eyes, set in a picture face of loveliness. Lady 
Mary regarded the young Lord of Northumber- 
land as belonging to her, for the fathers of the two 
young people troth-plighted them when they were 
mere babies. 

However much this was to the liking of Lady 
Mary, Percy ignored the betrothal, sheltering him- 
self under the belief that the all-powerful cardinal 
would be able to break it for him, for he did not 
love Lady Mary. 

As the cardinal passed along^ his keen eyes roved 
hither and thither, and little escaped him as he 
nodded and spoke to first one and then another. 
Turning towards Percy, he asked: " Who is yon- 
der beautiful maid with Lady Mary? Her face I 
have seen somewhere before, but I cannot place it. 
Metfainks it may have been at one of the foreign 
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courts, for she is ricMy attired, with a suggestion 
of France about her.'' 

" She is Mistress Anne Boleyn, who has just 
returned from France. The Duchess of Suffolk 
summoned her in the queen's name to be one of her 
majesty's gentlewomen." 

" Ah ! a matchless beauty. She will fit the 
king's eye with those charming features," the car- 
dinal soliloquized in a whisper, yet not so low but 
it caught the ear of Percy, who winced as he heard 
it. 

" I have promised Sir Thomas and Mistress 
Boleyn a presentation after dinner," and there was 
a pleasurable ring in Percy's voice. The cardinal 
glanced at him keenly, which caused his face to 
redden under the scrutiny while his eminence seated 
himself. 

Instead of remaining long with the cardinal at 
the upper cross-table where he could overlook the 
guests, Percy saw where Mistress Boleyn was 
seated with Lady Mary, and he repaired thither, 
ignoring the pangs of hunger which called him to 
the feast. Be found Wyatt already attending 
Mistress Boleyn with the same devotion that had 
drawn him there; so passing behind the two 
beauties he helped them to the dishes the servers 
carried in; and Lady Mary, with a jealous pang, 
instantly noticed the attraction that had drawn 
him to their side. Assiduous and attentive^ with 
such a quickened animation, this new role of her 
affianced astonished Lady Mary; for love's inter- 
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pretation never spoke more truly than now when 
she saw her idol devoted to another. 

Needless to state the grand banquet palled on 
her, as she jealously watched the attentions of the 
two devoted to the unrivaled beauty at her side. 
Anne was seemingly unconscious of it all, accept- 
ing attentions as if it was her right — the dainty 
witchi In France, at gay Queen Claude's court, 
and also at Queen Margaret's, she had been perse- 
cuted with the attentions of many young nobles 
who had been attracted to the feet of this beautiful 
English rose. 

All her movements were attractive and the very 
acme af refinement. Percy admired her tiny, 
tapering fingers manipulating the mlorsels as she 
conveyed them to her mouth. He watched her, 
and how he wished that he could place a ring upon 
one of them, as, with inimitaUe grace, according 
to French fashion, she completed by gesture what 
her rippling voice expressed. 

Waiting on her unspoken needs he gazed at her 
as she responded with wit to those around her. 
He was glad when the cardinal arose to retire into 
the drawing-room, for Anne Boleyn was a center of 
attraction; and he was jealous and craved — he 
knew not what — but a great, lonely, hungry pang 
was gnawing at his heart, which this beauty could 
cure with a word. 

" You will give me the pleasure, as an old friend 
by right, to escort you to his eminence's reception 
room? " Wyatt whispered as he leant over her. 
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"With pleasure, Thomas! It is a joyous re- 
minder of old times to have you near me," and she 
was so sincere that Wyatt's heart beat wildly with 
its joy, while Percy was sick with envy. 

He scarcely, barely did the polite act of solicit- 
ing Lady Mary's escort, so very willingly granted ; 
for as they followed in the train of the moving 
audience toward the reception room, Percy had 
only eyes for the beautiful lady who lightly touched 
Wyatt's arm, and he watched her silken gown as it 
rustled before him from the rhythm of her moving 
body. His eyes were fascinated as he walked behind 
her, oblivious, almost unconscious, of her who was 
walking by his side, whose finger tips upon his arm 
transmitted his wild pulsations to her aching 
breast; but they beat repellent and not har- 
monious, for Lady Mary's soul was a faithful 
interpreter, and it spelled the name of Anne 
Boleyn. 

Sir Thomas received his daughter, and Percy 
moved to the right of his eminence as her father 
presented her. 

With a becoming dignity, rendered perfect from 
court life, she moved to his eminence, and when he 
held forth his hand, she dropped to her knees with 
the grace of a queen as she bent forward; then 
placing her own hand in that of the cardinal's, she 
lightly saluted his with her dainty lips. 

Wolsey's face brightened at the sight of this 
lovely apparition, and he retained her hand a mo- 
ment with a pleasurable detention as he said: 
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" Did I not see you with the lovely Queen of Na- 
varre, at Queen Claude's court? " 

" Yes, your eminence, and I bear their personal 
greetings to their majesties. And I should surely 
bear the same to you, whom their majesties hold in 
highest esteem, had they known that I was to have 
this pleasure." 

" Thank you. Mistress Boleyn. Is it true that 
you are summoned to be attached to the queen's 
staff? " he inquired. 

" Yes, your eminence, the Princess Mary Tudor 
summoned me." 

The cardinal sat well back in his chair, his bee- 
tling brows almost meeting as he paused and 
thought until Percy aroused him with a whisper, 
for all were watching and the lovely Anne was wait- 
ing before him. 

" Yes ! " he answered Percy as he looked quickly 
at him, and then he said to Anne : *^ Mistress 
Boleyn, you are recently from France. Will you 
not entertain us with some of the latest steps we 
hear so much about? The follies of France, with 
her new-fangled ways, have penetrated our 
churchly court and I am anxious for amusement ! " 
And there was a weary note expressed in his 
voice. 

" I am afraid I can do but slight justice to the 
reality, though King Francis would have me amuse 
him sometimes," Anne answered with a merry 
countenance. 

" Then give Mistress Boleyn room," he said, and 
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he settled hinnself in his chair, and his guests ar- 
rayed themselves about him to watch her. 

Leaning on his eminence's chair with the tips of 
his fingers touching his shoulder, Percy looked on 
as the beautiful Anne tripped into the cleared 
space, and to a burst of music she began. 

Catching her silken dress in front she lifted it 
lightly, and with a dreamlike expression, as if the 
music intoxicated her, she moved to its voicings 
with a rhythm consonant to its expression. Her 
dancing expressed its feeling as she swayed, 
pirouetted, poised and postured, — every move- 
ment a dream of loveliness as she interpreted the 
soul of the music. As it softened and trilled she 
swayed with the ease and grace of a descending 
bird; and when it crashed out its triumphs, her 
nimble feet could scarcely be seen as they executed 
her will in the bewildering maze of their dispatch ; 
and when it ended she was found in the most grace- 
ful pose bowing to the delighted cardinal and ai>- 
plauding audience, who, differing from to-day's 
niceties, applauded with voice and acclaim, ac- 
centuating the same with hand-clapping. 

Percy drew instantly to her side, intoxicated 
with the ravishment of this sylphlike divinity. 
"Divine! adorable! How could you?" He 
poured these expressions into her ears from the 
throbbings of his soul in sincere admiration of her 
wondrous skill. 

But she looked at him, and with a musical laugh, 
said: " The figure dance is new to you, or you 
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would not pour forth such rhapsodies over nothing. 
If you would have me shock you with the latest, 
I can promise you something delightfully novel to 
say the least." 

" I am sure his eminence will be delighted for 
you to experiment on me," and he turned to the 
cardinal, and said: "Will your eminence be 
pleased to have Mistress Boleyn show us some of 
the very latest steps that we know nothing of as 
yet in England? " 

With those discerning eyes of his, Wolsey could 
see a something new taking place in his adopted 
son, and with a quick glance at Lady Mary, who 
stood demurely watching the two, he acquiesced, 
and signed for the musicians to commence playing. 

" Then you must take me so ! Follow my steps 
and glidingly whirl, as we dance around, and you 
will soon learn," and Anne passed his arm about 
her waist with a captivating modesty, and laid 
her little hand in his, and they began. With his 
arm about her, his soul was in an ecstasy. He was 
actually holding her to his heart before them all, 
and bidden by her to do so. His brain was aflame 
as he endeavored to follow her motions, and catch 
the swing of the dance. He had difficulty in not 
forcibly pressing her to his heart, placing burning 
kisses upon her lips, and declaring his love; for 
the present bewildering joy had almost turned his 
brain. His feelings must in some subtle way have 
been commimicated to her, for with a bewitching 
smile she looked up at him, and said: " You are 
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quick In learnings but you hug me like a bear ! La, 
la ! I shall not fall were you to let go of roe ! " 

It broke the spell, for he immediately released 
her, and he looked down into her eyes, saucy with 
merriment, and it recalled him to reason. 

" It is delightfully maddening to hold you where 
I would have you. But I may be offending in say- 
ing it, and I would not do that for the world." 

" I am afraid of madmen ! '' she laughingly an- 
swered with the dearest coquettish look. ^^ La, la ! 
I must leave you! Perhaps Thomas Wyatt pos- 
sesses some sanity and will dance with me ! " 



CHAPTER IV 
A MORNING RIDE 

It was a lovely maming for a ride. The air 
was laden with honeyed perfume of hawthome and 
wild, trailing honeysuckle, and a vista of the 
gorgeous avenue of the cross might be seen, with 
limitless attractions beyond, inviting to penetrate 
the great forest pressing close to it. Great red 
deer moved hither and thither in the verdant 
glades, and fallow deer in small herds shyly hid 
themselves. Does, with bleating fawn at their 
sides, were seen ; the young looked up at their dams 
with great liquid eyes — then frolicked and gam- 
boled and responded to their dam's warning call. 
Rabbits nibbled the tender grass as they hopped 
about with cocked ears and inquisitive eyes. A 
blue-necked pheasant had mounted the limb of a 
forest giant, and stood preening his barred train, 
and called a warning ; for a red fox scuttled past 
licking his jaws after a murderous feast. 

The ferns were rank and high, with the dew still 
glittering upon them, as they raised their fronded 
beauty to the delightsome sun now climbing high 
to awaken the dreamy earth. The flood of light 
discovered myriads of velvet-fleshed primroses, yel- 
low cowslips and delicate violets in great patches 

and bunches in the dewy grass which imparted their 
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ravishing perfume to the morning air. Dainty 
fox-glove reared his beauteous head with great 
speckled-throated blossoms, drooping downward, 
as if in nKxlesty upon being caught among the nod- 
ding ferns. 

A lark rose high and higher as he soared his 
spiral way toward the azure blue, where he prodi- 
gally flung his sweetest notes to the God of the 
morning. Descending to the earth as a heavenly 
benediction his song voiced the joy of animated na- 
ture. A cooing ring-dove echoed this sentiment as 
her plaintively sweet notes sounded for earth's ap- 
preciation ; for nature, with prodigal magnificence 
and by living pulsations in her creatures, was an- 
swering the call of another day. 

Percy had arranged a ride for some of the 
younger set. Some of her majesty's entourage 
had arrived. Among them were Mary Wyatt, 
Anne Saville ' — who was passionately in love with 
Wyatt, but whose love was not returned — Henry 
Norris, Mark Smeaton, and a number of others 
who fell to the lot of Percy to entertain. He was 
gay with the feeling of his daring of the previous 
evening when he spoke to the lovely Anne, and saw 
her merriment over his words at which she was not 
ofi^ended. He wondered if she understood him, 
if she cared, or if she were used to such flattery. 

The thought oppressed him, for how could he 
make her believe him? And how could he arrange 
about that distressing betrothal with Lady Mary? 
Some matters adjust themselves, and perhaps this 
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would; for he might appeal to the cardinal. 
Wolsey was all powerful, and with that thought 
he consoled himself. 

Dismissing such musings, his soul urged him 
towards the love he felt he must declare to his 
newly found idol, and he had arranged this ride, 
because — ! because he must be with her; some- 
thing drew him to her with cords irresistible. 

But with all his planning he was not as skillful 
as he had intended, for Wyatt managed to pair 
with Mistress Boleyn much to Anne Saville's im- 
noyance, and Percy had to escort Lady Mary 
much to her liking, but to his own disappointment. 
So this ride at cross purposes and intentions was 
begun. How to readjust the conditions bothered 
Percy as Lady Mary rode on his right and Mary 
Carey, with Henry Norris, was on his left. 

There was one good thing though, — Wyatt did 
not know the forest well, so Percy had to lead the 
way and adroitly he managed to bring Hector to 
Anne's side. 

" I enjoy this velvety avenue. The forest to 
our left is tempting, for it suggests the hunting of 
game worthy a glorious run," Anne said as she 
flicked her horse to a smart gallop. 

" We are about to explore a part of its wild- 
ness. I have in mind to show you a weird portion 
which I think will interest you. It has about it 
the suggestion of the uncanny, and Giles, the head 
keeper of the forest, says it is haunted," explained 
Percy. 
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** La, la ! witchery ! Fountains with goddesses 
of heathen origin ! and his eminence such a stickler 
for holy church! The cardinal is a revelation to 
me, for we all thought him austerity personified," 
Anne laughingly said. 

*^ Did he appear so last evening when applaud- 
ing your incomparable dancing? He loves gay re- 
laxation, and he, as we all do, bows to beauty's be- 
wildering charms." 

"Flatterer! I thought that was all left be- 
hind in gay France ! but prosaic England is learn- 
ing the art!" and she covertly glanced at him; 
while he, with eyes full upon her and with his 
soul's exposure in his face, softened to the ten- 
derness of a great love, adoringly rode beside 
her. 

Something of this affected her. Again she 
glanced at him, she could not help it, for, mounted 
as he was on his favorite charger, he looked a 
very god as man and beast moved with the grace 
of matchless perfection. The tangled wildwood 
impeded them as they penetrated deeper and 
deeper into it, and scuttling wild sows, with squeal- 
ing broods, scurried into the remote forest re- 
cesses. 

But Percy's eyes this morning saw not nature's 
wild denizens, but only the sweet divinity who per- 
sonified animation as she rode beside him. As her 
riding habit, with a tiny foot beiieath it, pressed 
against him — for they had to crowd together in 
the wildwood — it thrilled his being until he was 
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intoxicated with the witchery and charm of her 
presence. 

They emerged at last into a cleared space, in 
the center of which stood a great, mammoth oak, 
gnarled and contorted with age, but showing signs 
of life down low on the trunk. From this living 
stump sprang two mighty dead limbs, rearing 
their weird grandeur high into the air like antlers 
of some mammoth deer; and in the towering, 
forked branches was an eagle's nest with the 
mother bird set thereon. Scattered at the foot of 
the great oak were bones of fawn and hare, show- 
ing plainly where some of his eminence's game had 
been consumed. 

" A regular fairy ring ! the old oak must be an 
elf-castle and the eagles its guardians ! " Anne 
cried in delighted animation. 

" Let us dismount \ I shall secure the horses, 
for I have dispensed with the grooms, and! we shall 
explore." And he flung himself from the saddle 
and assisted her to dismount, giving her the least 
little pressure ere he set her down. 

" Wait for me ! *' he whispered as he led her 
horse away to secure it with his own. 

" I am afraid of you ! '' she said as, with a tiny 
blush which heightened her loveliness in his eyes, 
she watched him hasten away. 

On returning, he saw her walking with Thomas 
Wyatt, her little hand just touching his arm, her 
other lifting her gown which showed her won- 
drously dainty riding-boot. She leant towards 
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Wyatt and laughed with such rippling laughter 
as to make Percy's soul ache. He could not en- 
dure it, but turned from them to confront Lady 
Mary who gazed at him with a look of sadness. 

" Lady Mary ! " he ejaculated. 

" You seem startled. Perhaps you had forgot- 
ten there was such a being," she proudly remarked 
as she saw his soul throbbing after the beauty now 
disappearing into the fringing forest with his best 
friend. 

" No ! But I saw you with Henry Norris." 

^^ And was glad to see me with so gallant an 
escort?^* 

" Yes,** he candidly answered. 

^^ More candid than flattering. But I am 
amazed that Lord Percy forgets the commonali- 
ties of knightly chivalry,*' and she turned her back 
upon him in stinging anger, and a glittering in her 
beautiful eyes showed how he had pained her with 
his honest candor. 

" Nay, Lady Mary ! you misunderstand me ! 
Since Henry Norris is not with you, allow me to 
devote myself to you." He took her hand and 
drew it through his arm, and they strolled to- 
gether, Mary Talbot too well pleased to have it 
so; for she walked intoxicated with happiness as 
she leant upon the arm of her adored idol and en- 
gaged him in conversation. 

As they stood plucking the golden gorse, which 
he divested of thorns ere he fastened it into her 
velvet habit, Wyatt and Anne were seen returning 
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— Anne amusingly agitated, while Wyatt looked 
the very personification of dejection. 

" La, la ! yellow is jealousy, Lady Mary ! Percy 
is decking you with doubtful colors, unless 
it is to your mutual liking ! '* Anne called mer- 
rily, as she quizzed Percy. And then she whipped 
her dress as she temptingly smiled at Wyatt. 

" Are we not satisfied with the witchery of this 
place? La, la! Thomas, you look infected, and 
your poetic soul will not recover if we tarry much 
longer. I dread infection ! " and with a little 
tantalizing laugh she looked at him. 

" Don't, dear Anne ! your laughter kills me ! It 
seems so heartless and mocks my deepest devotion 
to yourself," and he moved a step towards her as 
if to take her hand. 

" Hush ! I forbid such loverings publicly ! " 
she whisi)ered, and her eyes sparkled imperiously, 
and her head set to a determined firmness. ^^ I 
need my horse, sir ! " she added, and strolled from 
him to a bush where she plucked the golden petals 
which rained down from her hand upon the green- 
sward like largess from a goddess. 

Percy watched and saw Wyatt assist her to 
mount, and how he envied him! 

He managed to gain her side for their return to 
the palace, and with a tone of real disappointment, 
he said : " You treated me unfairly when I asked 
you for your escort a while since." 

"Did I? Did you ask me? Then I forgot! 
Thomas insisted on my accompanying him on im- 



34 ANNE BOLEYN 

aginary, romantic reasons of right, and I had to 
settle a matter with him, for I allow none to domi- 
nate me," and her face set into a stern seriousness. 

Percy looked at her. He saw a dimpling firm- 
ness settle about her mouth, then her face turned 
to such beauteous gravity that he could only say, 
as he admiringly watched her changing mood: 
" I am glad you corrected my best friend's tres- 
pass, for it clears the way for others to be em- 
boldened to venture to gain a closer friendship." 

She looked at him quizzically, which changed to 
an adorable honesty, then to merriment. This 
compelled him to shift his eyes from her as she 
said: 

"Did my eyes deceive me recently? .Or, 
la, la! is Anne Boleyn distraught! Lady Mary 
should hear what you are saying — you surely 
mistake me for her ! " and setting her horse to a 
gallop she rode from him, the wind causing her 
pretty hair, which refused confinement, to beat 
with the rhythm of her horse's movements like 
golden threads whipping her ears. 

" Mistress Anne ! you mistake me ! " and he 
would have urged Hector to her side, but she rode 
faster as she looked back at him with such rail- 
lery, and she cried : " Enough ! La, la ! I 
thought you the soul of sincerity, but you have 
too many lovers f I will not hear you ! " 



CHAPTER V 
THE CARDINAL'S CHAPEL 

The next morning the cardinal's household as- 
sembled for Mass» for his eminence was particular 
in all matters religious. The priests were already 
entering, following the acolytes and cross-bearer, 
as Percy lingered at the chapel door, his eyes rov- 
ing over the worshipers for a glimpse of a radiant 
figure he hoped to see present. The chapel was 
densely packed with his eminence's guests, and 
some knelt in the aisles. Soon Percy became con- 
scious of Anne at his side with her brother George, 
for they were late, and it wa^ hopeless for them to 
try to enter; but they watched his eminence come 
sweeping in to his throne as the great audience 
rose and then dropped to their knees in holy de- 
votion. 

" I was afraid you would not find a place and 
so waited for you. Come with me. I will pass 
you into his eminence's reserved' pew," Percy whis- 
pered to Anne; and taking her arm they moved 
down the passage to a private door, which he un- 
locked, and they were ushered into the immediate 
vicinity of the altar, into the cardinal's pew which 
received the three. 

As they proceeded Anne could not help thinking 
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of his persistent efforts to please her, and she was 
delighted with his attention. A something fasci- 
natingly attractive drew her to him, while a re- 
bellious something within caused her to perversely 
oppose him. She was in this mood as he now took 
charge of her and it caused her to watch him nar- 
rowly. 

Her devotion was divided as, upon her knees, 
she fingered her beads with her pretty head tilted 
in devotion's attitude. Her lips essayed her 
prayers, while her brain ran riot, and her eyes 
strayed to the majestic man at her side in all the 
glory, freshness and prime of his splendid phys- 
ical manhood. 

How she watched him! The Mother of God 
must forgive her for she could not help it! He 
noticed that she had no book of devotion; so, 
reaching into his doublet, he produced from thence 
the most exquisite volume, bound in black velvet 
with golden clasps, a thing so rare and beautiful 
that her heart fairly leaped at sight of it. Un- 
snapping the dainty clasps, he found the place 
and leaning towards her, whispered : " Use this 
and it will please me. But our Holy Mother, I 
am afraid, will have to forgive me to-day for my 
devotion seems divided.'' 

She knew not how to answer him. She could 
not. Mechanically she read the sacred offices, 
while something was taking place within her; a 
submerging of all into one, and that one, the 
noble man by her side. 
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Fight against it as she would, her heart cried 
his name and she could not suppress its wildness. 
Love's irresistibility was conquering her, and she 
sank her head forward at devotion's call, her 
closed eyes visioning not the crucified, but the 
splendid, living, pulsating man near her. The 
image of his handsomely chiseled features, with 
black curling hair kissing his temples, with eyes 
soft and tender as a woman's, gazed at her, and 
she knew her heart was his. 

Percy watched her at her devotion. The warm 
mellow light from the stained glass windows played 
upon her handsome black velvet gown, relieved 
with a rich collar of snowy lace framing her neck, 
bosom, and slender wrists. Its whiteness and deli- 
cate tracery only intensified the whiteness and pu- 
rity of her lovely complexion; and the streaming 
light, playing on her golden brown hair, caused it 
to shimmer into such a radiant-hued softness that 
his attention was diverted from the blessed Mother 
of Sorrows ; for his heart and soul and being flew 
to this living divinity at his side, whom he longed 
to gather into his arms and press with burning 
kisses until she yielded and promised to be his — 
yea, until he had gazed into her fathomless eyes 
and read them, and understood she was his alone. 

Such were their several devotions when Mass 
was concluded and the chapel was emptying, her 
brother leaving with the rest. He left them 
kneeling in the cardinal's pew. Their romance 
stirred him but little because his love affairs had 
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grown prosaic. He was tied to one who married 
him for influence and position, because the Boleyns 
were allied to the powerful Howards. But his 
wife was a flirt and he had found it out to his 
sorrow. 

Percy had noticed the vanishing throng and the 
emptying chapel. The servers were extinguishing 
the lights upon the altar when he leant towards 
Anne, and taking her book, opened it at the fly- 
leaf and showed her what was there. 

Upon it was written her name in the young 
lord's heavy hand, and beneath it: "To one I 
love." He scanned her face to read the answer, 
for he could tell without words so truly does love 
interpret. 

Burning blushes covered her face as she read 
his declaration; but a thought recalled them, 
paling her cheeks to a deadly whiteness, when she 
remembered the scene at the eagle oak where she 
saw him fastening the yellow gorse bloom into 
Lady Mary's bosom. 

" You do not say a word ! Silence gives con- 
sent, I can tell it by your countenance ! " and in 
the fervor of his love he drew her head to his 
breast ; but she freed herself and with a willfulness 
opposing the true inclinations of her heart, said: 
" You have made a mistake ! this must be meant 
for Lady Mary ! " 

" Lady Mary ! she is my vexation ! an alliance 
contract merely between the Shrewsbury s and 
Niorthumberlands ! His eminence will break it. 
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for he knows my detestation of itt And Anne! 
I have been undutifuUy worshiping you, instead 
of the crucified, during this precious devotion time ; 
and never Mass was sung when my soul was so 
fired with divine love. But it was in thankfulness 
and adoration I prayed that you might accept my 
unworthy gift — with myself ! " and he almost 
forcefully gathered her into his arms despite her 
weakening protests, for she was overcome with the 
wealth and weight of his grand love. 

He kissed her — would kiss her, many times — 
and pressed her dear head to his heart, and she 
could not resist him : " You do ! you will accept 
me ! you do love me ! " he pleaded. 

But she did not answer him. Her brain and 
being were oppressed with mysterious destiny. 
Old Sir Piers Butler was really here to press his 
claim to be troth-plighted to her, to settle a dis- 
pute between Sir Thomas Boleyn and himself 
about the Wiltshire earldom. Married to Anne, 
it would be retained in the Howard family and 
weld the two quarreling houses. And Percy was 
betrothed! A twinge of jealousy, real jealousy 
shot through her heart at the thought. How 
dare she accept a betrothal gift from one already 
affianced? 

Wicked perplexity to harrow the soul, forcing 
her tongue to silence, which would otherwise have 
cried out, and gladly : " I love you! I love yov^ 
Percy ! " 

" You do not speak, Anne ! but yet, your eyes, 
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your soul does ! they tell me what your lips with- 
hold ! Answer me — do answer me ! " he pleaded. 

*^ You are affianced and I am about to be ! " she 
whispered. 

" To whom — to whom? I see that your heart 
is not in it ! no matter about my hated bonds — 
they can be easily broken!" he exclaimed in the 
security of what he felt the cardinal could do for 
him. " But to whom are you to be affianced? 
What wicked fate is to rob me of my idol? '' he 
wildly, brokenly asked. 

" My father is about to betroth me to Sir Piers 
Butler to settle the Butler and Boleyn quarrel 
over the Wiltshire earldom." 

^^ His eminence can settle it ! it belongs to his 
court! he will do anything for me and I love him 
for it ! " Percy cried, carried away in the eager- 
ness of lovers blindness. 

" But you are not estimating correctly with 
your plans, my lord," she gravely answered, which 
caused him to look at her. 

" What? What have I overlooked? " he aston- 
ishingly asked. 

" Anne Boleyn's consent ! " and she rose and 
faced him. 

" I thought I had it ! you looked it — you meant 
it! you gave it with your soul! Is it not true, 
pretty one?" he pleaded, dropping to his knees 
before her and looking up into her face, his eyes 
so tender with love that she had to withdraw hers 
from his to escape their searching earnestness. 
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He placed the pretty prayer book in her hands, 
clasped her fingers over It, and kissed the hand 
passionately as he whispered with love's music in 
his modulated voice: "Keep it, little one. 
Percy's soul is bound up in it ! I vow before the? 
Holy Mother that I have never loved till now! 
I am a new man with a new soul, will and purpose, 
and I lay them all at your feet ! " 

With such earnestness and passion he declared 
it that It could not help delighting her, and she 
looked at him as he pleaded truth incarnate and 
she knew It. How could she resist him? How 
resist her own crying heart and soul which re- 
sponded to this call of its true love mate? 

He could see it ! love was never more easily un- 
derstood, and he arose. She yielded, and hid her 
head upon his breast. He kissed her burning 
cheeks and fondled the strands of her beautiful 
hair which shimmered like burning gold as his 
hand caressed it. 

"But what shall we do, Percy?" she shyly 
asked. 

" Tell me you love me f " and he gazed into the 
depths of her fathomless eyes. 

"Can you not see it?" and her face took on 
the expression of a bewitching archness. 

" Yes ! a thousand times, yes ! but delight my 
ears with the sound of it ! " and he took her head 
tenderly between his hands and looked — as if he 
would mirror forever her image upon his soul, 

" I loved you when I first saw you at the palace* 
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entry ! I did not understand myself then, but I 
cannot resist you ! '* and she blushed as she an- 
swered him. Then he drew her dear head to him 
and sacredly kissed her before he released her and 
said : " And my soul leaped to you, darling, at 
the same time ! *' 

" But are we not acting wildly? We are both 
distraught with our selfishness. There is another 
matter which may wreck us." 

"What is it, dear?" 

" On their majesties* arrival I shall become a 
queen's ward, and cannot become troth-plighted to 
anyone without the king's consent," she answered, 
her fertile brain taking in all opposing obstacles. 

" Then I must be quick and forestall the mat- 
ter! Thank God that you have called me to ac- 
tion, for we will settle that matter before the ar- 
rival of the king." And an unnamable fear pos- 
sessed Percy's soul as he looked at his adored — 
a fear which brought him imeasiness as he silently 
worshiped her. 

" Why so grave? " she asked. 

" Because the whole plan of our love must be 
settled, dear," and again he gazed into her in- 
quiring eyes and kissed her chaste brow. 

" Tell me how? " she asked. 

" We will see your father and his eminence — 
his eminence first, and bring your father to him; 
then they can arrange matters understandingly." 

" I am glad ! but somehow I still have a boding 
fear! my soul is yours forever, yet a dread pos- 
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sesses it for fear our precious love may be broken,'* 
and she hid her face in his breast. 

" By the mighty God, who can break it ! " he 
wildly exclaimed. 

" I do not know — but — ! '' 

He did not let her conclude, but kissed her fears 
away as he possessed her lips. 



CHAPTER VI 
mS EMINENCE'S STUDY 

" I have come to you to break my troth-plight 
to Mary Talbot," said Percy as he stood beside 
the cardinal with his hand just touching his shoul- 
der as he looked at him. 

The touch of his favorite gave pleasure to the 
austere prelate, whose soul craved what this touch 
meant. It was not generally known, for the facts 
had been suppressed, that the dread cardinal once 
loved. His wife died young, leaving him with a 
son and daughter, a broken heart and an insatiable 
ambition. His son he retired to private life with 
an allowance ; his daughter was in a convent. But 
he could not bury his affection. His heart hun- 
gered more than ever, for to smother love is a 
thing impossible. Within himself was the craving 
unsatisfied, and ambition gained did not satisfy it. 

Percy had met the cardinal's need. The 
grizzled, austere father, the Earl of Northumber- 
land, turned his motherless boy over to the care 
of the great statesman to be reared in his dis- 
tinguished court. This answered two purposes : it 
gave the lad the best opportunity for preferment, 
and his father, caring very little about him, was 

rid of him. 

44 
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The quiet, suppressed boy thus came under 
Wblsey*s notice^ and soon, under the gentle care 
of Sir Reginald Bray, the boy took on a new life 
of freedom and joy. This changed him from a 
moody boy into a light-hearted youth, attractive 
to the prelate's eye and pleasing to his soul. 

The boy possessed an inborn loyalty, but the 
attentions he rendered the cardinal developed the 
warmest affection between them. 

So mighty a hold had love's charm, that the 
great statesman found himself laying bare his 
secrets to the youth, for love's secrets are impos- 
sible of suppression ; and the two found themselves 
satisfied and mutually devoted to one another. 
The passing years of their lives ripened this de- 
votion and welded them into father and son. 

That was how Percy became the cardinal's 
favorite, and deservedly so, for the young noble 
preserved a true optimism in the great statesman. 
At Percy's unusual request, he looked up into his 
face quickly in utter astonishment and said: 
" What — what have you asked me to do? " 

" Break the betrothal made by the Earl of 
Shrewsbury and my father, between Lady Mary 
and myself." 

" Wihat for? Why do you ask this? " and the 
cardinal scanned his favorite narrowly. 

" Because I have given a betrothal gift to 
Mistress Boleyn whom I love, and she has ac- 
cepted," and he flinched not beneath the cardi- 
nal's look as he answered in honest pride. 
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"Given a betrothal gift to Mistress Boleyn?'* 
Wolsey repeated slowly, and he musingly looked 
before him as one pained, a vein of jealousy in- 
truding in his eyes, as, tapping his ringed finger 
on the arm of his chair, he reflected. 

" Have you so soon fallen under her spell? '* he 
asked, as if a diversion of his boy's love was hurt- 
ing his heart. 

" I cannot help it ! God knows it has not dis- 
turbed the love I bear you ! nothing can ! But I 
have been compelled to declare to her what I could 
not hide ! My soul has found its idol — I love 
her ! " 

Wolsey could see the change in his boy, as he 
looked him through and through, and he meditated 
because there was a likeness between them. It 
was this way with himself years ago; so he asked, 
as he heard the confession of love for himself come 
from his boy: " What can I do for you? " 

Percy explained about Anne and Sir Piers But- 
ler and of his own betrothal to Anne, while the 
cardinal sat and listened. 

" Summon Sir Thomas and Mistress Anne,'* and 
he added, yet not unkindly: 

" You are trespassing on my time with your 
love affairs. To-morrow the king arrives.*' 

Percy soon brought Sir Thomas and Anne, and 
the cardinal dismissed his secretaries, for he would 
talk to them alone. 

Taking Anne's hand, Percy led her to his emi- 
nence, and with much pride, said: 
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" Here is the one I love ! I wanted you to see 
us together. And I would tell Sir Thomas before 
you of the great love I bear his daughter, I pray 
you, my more than father, give us your blessing," 
and the two knelt before him. 

Anne felt an uncertain dread, for the cardinal 
inspired it in her, and she scarcely understood 
why she was there. Sir Thomas was astonished 
because he had not been informed of the betrothal 
at all. 

As they knelt in front of him, Wolsey looked 
with pride upon the handsome pair — his adopted 
son, in all the grandeur of noble manhood, and 
the charming beauty, whose blushing face did 
not conceal the lovelight flaming within her soul. 
Her love communicated itself to her face, 
as with modest grace she lowered her eyes 
before the kindly scrutiny of the austere car- 
dinal. 

" And what do you say to this. Sir Thomas ? 
These headstrong youngsters have been taking 
matters in their own hands ; they perplex us both," 
and the cardinal turned to Sir Thomas. 

" I do not know, your eminence. • I am aston- 
ished ! " Sir Thomas answered perplexed. Then 
the cardinal raised his hands, and lightly laid them 
upon the heads of the two, and gave them his 
blessing, betraying a slight weakening of his heart 
in a tender pat on Percy's head. 

" But, your eminence, Ainne was to have been 
affianced to Sir Piers Butler, to settle the disputed 
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title of the Earldom of Wfltshire," Sir Thomas 
said lamely as he looked on. 

" I believe that belongs to my chancery court," 
and the cardinal looked significantly at Percy who 
returned it with one of gladness. 

Then the two arose from before him, and Percy 
led Anne to her father and said : 

" Sir Thomas, I am tardy in seeing you in this 
matter ; but I could not refrain from first seeking 
permission from my more than father who will aid 
me in breaking a bond which is hateful to me. I 
have pledged my soul to your sweet daughter who 
becomes my affianced wife." 

" And what does my little Anne say? " and her 
father, with a loving look gazed at her as he 
waited for a reply. 

^' I am content," is all she said ; but she looked 
so much more as she leant upon Percy's arm, so 
subdued and opposite to her usually vivacious 
character. Her father could read her soul and 
he saw that her love was given to the young noble 
from the North. 

"What about that disputed earldom, Boleyn? 
But let us dismiss these lovers while we talk over 
matters." Before the two young people passed 
out, Percy caught his eminence's hand and gave it 
a tender pressure, when the cardinal said : " Tut, 
tut!" and then, under his breath he added: 
" May the Holy Mother prevent Henry interfer- 
ing with what I am doing, or I shall be undone by 
the most beautiful woman in his court. But, oh. 
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would to God she had remained in France! She 
has stolen my boy ! " 

Meanwhile the two, intoxicated with their joy, 
passed to the palace grounds. Wyatt saw them 
and guessed the reason for their joy. 

Percy knew all about Wyatt's refusal by Anne, 
and it had cemented a bond and understanding 
between them unbreakable till death. But Thomas 
Wyatt's heart ached with an indescribable tense- 
ness as he saw them, and a whirl of conflicting emo- 
tions beat against his soul as he reflected on the 
old, lover, childhood days of Anne and himself, 
the constancy of his undying affection towards her, 
and the pain of her refusal. He could scarcely 
bear it when they came to him, and Percy 
said: 

" Congratulate us, Thomas, on our affiance- 
ment. His eminence has just done so, and Sir 
Thomas Boleyn as well.*' 

He looked at them, at the idol of his heart 
pledged to another, and his own seemed inwardly 
bleeding as he perforce must speak. But all his 
heart cried loudly to her, calling her to himself, 
as he made his lips say : ^^ I do congratulate you 
both ! Oh, so truly ! may you be so happy ! But 
Percy — you now claim the one I love best on 
earth, but I would rather see you possess her than 
any other, since I cannot ! " and they could see 
how sorely wounded he was, for he bowed low to 
Anne with bared head, his plumed bonnet sweep- 
ing the ground. Then he turned abruptly away 
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and walked swiftly to the palace, for he was almost 
unmanned before them. 

He saw them later. The declining day had not 
healed his broken heart. He strolled in the twi- 
light hour down to the edge of the river, but his 
restlessness did not wear out the pain and sore- 
ness of her refusal. How could he get reconciled 
to the thought of forever surrendering her to an- 
other, the sweetheart whom he had loved from boy- 
hood? He had believed her childish word, her 
every given pledge. His poetic soul had drunk 
in all her honeyed savings, and his romantic na- 
ture idealized the little imperious lover. 

Soul sick he moped along and could only think, 
and inwardly grieve and grieve and think. To 
be utterly alone, he sprawled flat upon the ground 
down behind a towering yew, and close to a 
rustic seat facing the river. Presently, in- 
tuitively, he felt someone nearing him, though 
he saw them not. Peeping out, his heart gave a 
bound of joy, for she was coming! Yes! Anne 
Boleyn, and alone, walking up and down, and look- 
ing expectantly toward the palace! 

She was expecting someone! In her hand she 
held Percy's dear gift book with its dainty, golden 
clasps, which once and again she placed to her 
lips ; and Wyatt watching, it caused all the bitter- 
ness and pain to return to his soul. He felt he 
must rise and speak to her! plead with her once 
again, only more passionately than in the forest 
by the eagle oak! But his heart sickened, for 
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that would be dishonor to Percy. He realized she 
was not there to see Wwi, and would reject him, 
perhaps with sternness, and not so kindly as for- 
merly. The thought of it was like fire added to 
the flame in his soul, and he could only lie still 
and watch her. He felt it no sin or dishonor to 
do so, for she came there, and he could only watch 
and worship. 

Fascinated he did it! he could not help it! 
watched — and wondered how she could not re- 
spond to his calling heart. 

Presently, she slipped the dainty book into her 
bosom. Her face lighted with animation. She 
saw Percy! 

He sprang towards her with joyous, bounding 
steps ; both hands held forth ; and she ran to meet 
him with a little gladsome cry ! And — Oh, heav- 
enly Jesu! he gathered her into his arms and 
kissed her ! And Wyatt groaned, writhing on the 
ground, closing his eyes, and burying his head in 
his arms. 

The young moon with silver crescent looked 
down upon them. The glorious twilight of the 
summer evening endeavored to resist night's ap- 
proach, almost refusing to shadow them. The 
air was laden with the perfume of lavender and 
roses. Rabbits peeped at the two, scarcely deign- 
ing to hop from their path. A pheasant called 
to his mate to sit close on her eggs, because in- 
truders came in quiet haunts. 

The despairing Wyatt watched them strolling 
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in the gloaming, wholly absorbed in each other: 
Percy with his strong arm encircling her waist 
and she leaning against him as they strolled to- 
gether. A heavy pain settled upon Wyatt's heart 
not so much from jealousy, but on account of the 
contrarieties of life, and he could not bear it. 
He started up, and walked and walked, for miles 
and miles, before his lodging saw him. 



CHAPTER Vn 
THE WHISPERING GALLERY 

Their majesties had arrived at Hampton Court, 
and the king with Suffolk was strolling in the 
cardinal's whispering gallery whose windows over- 
looked one of the great courts where the young 
people were assembled, and where a great fountain 
was playing, misting the exquisite bank of flowers 
which surrounded it. 

As they strolled up and down, the king's eyes 
were attracted to the palatial grandeur of each 
succeeding phase of his eminence's sylvan home. 

" Fore gad ! his eminence stops at nothing ! he 
has everything grouped here in wonderful splen- 
dor! But who is yonder sylph, Suffolk? — saw 
you ever such a^ picture ? " and the king pressed 
close to a window to which he was attracted, fol- 
lowed by the duke, where unobserved they beheld 
a most pleasing sight. The court into which they 
looked was designed after the oriental style, the 
upper rooms being extended forward and sup- 
ported by pillars, leaving covered walks beneath 
abutting on the greensward. Here a group of the 
youngsters were making merry, some of them 
dancing the stately measures of the time, while 
George Boleyn was coaxing Anne to dance for 

them. It was while she was executing a figure 
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dance to Mark Smeaton's playing that the king 
was attracted to the window. 

" By Jove ! Saw you ever such a pretty 
ankle? " the duke whispered to the king. 

" Eh! but who is she? " the fascinated king in- 
quired. 

" I don't know, Sire, unless she is a Boleyn, for 
I see Greorge ordering her about and coaxing her 
a good deal," the duke replied. 

" She must be the one Mary summoned to attend 
Katherine. I must see more of her,*' the king 
said, as, throwing open the great window, he bois- 
terously clapped his hands and shouted: 
« Bravo ! " 

Anne with the rest looked up, and all the gal- 
lants doffed their bonnets, and the ladies curtseyed 
on seeing the king. But Anne ran away, followed 
by Percy, though Henry shouted lustily for her to 
dance again. 

" By gad ! what a sylph ! Saw you ever such 
witchery? She just floated! " the enamored king 
remarked. 

" The princess told me she was a beauty. Sire ! 
I know you like pretty faces around you, so I 
had the duchess summon her to attend the queen 
so that you could sometimes see her," the duke 
replied, seeing that his majesty was in the humor 
to know. 

" She shall be presented this evening," answered 
the king positively. 

Two more forceful and strongwilled men could 
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never have been brought together than Charles 
Brandon, the Duke of Suffolk, and King Henry 
Vin. Brandon was a poor, devil-may-care gen- 
tleman whose main fortune was a magnificent 
body and handsome face, and who fell in love with 
the king's sister, the Princess Mary Tudor, when 
she became the widow of the French King Louis. 
In a fit of vexation and love she married him when 
Brandon was sent as an envoy to France on the 
death of the king. 

Henry was at first angry with him, then his 
sister coaxed him to forgive him and create him 
Duke of Suffolk. Brandon fitted into the king's 
idea of a confidante — for he matched Henry with 
hateful schemes and hatched more when he flagged 
— so that he became a second self to Henry. So 
physically matched were they and so much alike 
in looks, that Brandon often passed for the king. 
Henry was at this time at the height of phys- 
ical perfection, being taller than any, magnifi- 
cently proportioned, a Hercules in strength and 
full of brutal courage which was in great contrast 
to his boyhood's disposition. 

When his brother, Arthur, was living their pious 
mother had Henry trained for the church. But 
when Arthur died, this was all changed, for this 
young widow — whom the sickly Arthur never 
knew as a wife — was left, and with her the young 
Henry fell desperately in love. It was the oppor- 
tunity for the kingly father of the two boys to 
retain her magnificent dowry in England when he 
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saw the young widow and Henry enamored of each 
other, so an agreement was made with her parents 
whereby she should wed the heir to the throne 
though she was a few years older than he. 

This was done and she became his bride, and 
three sons were successively bom to them, but all 
died in infancy. Katherine was now past the age 
of child-bearing, while Henry was young, hand- 
some, lusty and strong, being but thirty-five years 
old. 

From a pure-minded, pious, young prince and 
king, whose domestic happiness had been hitherto 
irreproachable, he had now turned to be a liber- 
tine, and Charles Brandon, his brother-in-law, was 
a splendid second to him. 

A number of the court ladies had fallen under 
the kingly wiles with Brandon's assistance. Mary, 
Anne Boleyn's sister, was one, who, when the king 
grew tired of her, was married to William Carey 
and the king attached them to his household. 
Jane Blount was the object of another of the 
kingly amours, and his son by her he had recently 
created Duke of Richmond. He did this to annoy 
the royal Katherine, and as a reflection upon her 
only child and daughter; for the king had de- 
scended to persecuting the queen while casting in 
his mind for some scheme to be rid of her. 

One of the great causes of annoyance he had 
against Wolsey was that the cardinal would not 
second him in his schemes, but remained loyal to 
Katherine. Naturally Brandon followed the 
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king's lead; therefore, he, too, hated Wolsey for 
this. 

Norfolk was Wolsey's natural enemy, for the 
" butcher's cur," as he called him, had surpassed 
him as a noble. But Henry's greatness was of 
Wolsey's making and the king knew it. The 
clever cardinal had bent his whole life to the task 
with tremendous success, and the king's growing 
name and fame were the creation of this great 
statesman. 

As before hinted, the king wished to prosecute 
the French war, but his extravagances had de- 
pleted the treasury, and the country, satisfied with 
peace, had not seconded the kingly wish. 

Brandon, or the Duke of Suffolk, as he should 
be called, and the Duke of Norfolk had drawn 
the king's attention to the cardinal's growing in- 
fluence and wealth; and in this spirit of discon- 
tent the king was visiting the cardinal. 

In the evening, after dinner, the king, leaning 
on the arm of Wolsey, suffered himself to be led 
into the withdrawing room where two great cano- 
pied thrones were erected for their majesties, while 
a third, with the Papal insignia emblazoned 
thereon, received his Holiness' personal represent- 
ative, Cardinal Wolsey. 

It was a great historic gathering, as the nobles 
and prelates of both courts of king and cardinal 
arrayed themselves about the thrones; and the 
king, turning to Norfolk, commanded : " Have 
the Princess Mary bring your niece forward." 
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" Yes, Sire," the duke replied, and wondered 
why the king asked so prominently for his niece. 

The princess escorted Anne to the expectant 
king, and the still handsome and gentle queen ; for 
Katherine at forty was still handsome, retaining 
the aristocratic, Castilian features with an in- 
comparable, ivory complexion and matchless, 
black hair of a daughter of Spain. She was 
dressed in royal purple, relieved with priceless 
Spanish lace. A mantilla was added to her head 
dress, whose ends swept in dreamy folds to her 
shoulders. 

With a becoming grace Anne moved with the 
royal duchess to the king, when the princess said: 
" Sire, I present Mistress Anne Boleyn, but lately 
returned from France. The duke bade me sum- 
mon her in your name to be attached to the train 
of her majesty." 

The king was in an amiable mood at what Suf- 
folk had done, and intoxicated with the exquisite 
beauty before him. Anne was dressed in the 
latest Parisian mode, her slashed sleeves caught 
with dainty love ribbons, tied in true lover knots. 
With a courtly obeisance she knelt and saluted the 
king^s hand, as he said : ^^ Mistress Boleyn, I am 
glad to see you. Did our Cousin of France send 
me no message by so fair a messenger? " and he 
eyed the beauty with a gallantry overcordial. 

"Yes, Sire. King Francis desired me to con- 
vey his greetings to your majesty, and her maj- 
esty Queen Claude sent loving and tender greet- 
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ings to Queen Katherine," and Anne rose to turn 
and salute the hand of the queen; but the king 
retained hers» which caused her to redden, and a 
little^ sharp, quizzical look came into her eyes as 
she glanced at him. 

He noticed and immediately released her hand, 
when she did homage to Katherine, and the king 
said : " I attach Mistress Boleyn to your staff, 
Kate. I cannot see why Sir Thomas has detained 
so fair an English rose so long from our court." 

" I am happy to meet you, Mistress Boleyn. 
Thank you for Queen Claude's loving message. 
Is her majesty well? And the lovely Queen Mar- 
garet, how is she ? " Katherine graciously asked. 

" They both are well, madam. Queen Margaret 
is quite radiant now that she has secured the re- 
lease of the king from the emperor's imprisonment. 
The French court is complete and happy again, 
so happy that I regretted leaving it, but I am 
sure I shall be happy in serving you," Anne hon- 
estly answered with a tinge of regret in her voice. 

" I knew nothing of your coming. Who sum- 
moned you to attend me? " Katherine asked. 

" I did, by the king's command," the Princess 
Mary answered, saving Anne confusion. 

" Yes, Kate ! and I bade the duke do so." And 
the king told a lie. 

" And now. Mistress Boleyn, will you amuse us 
with such an exhibition as my eyes saw this morn- 
ing when you ran from kingly applause? 
Francis' gay court should have trained you better 
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than to be frightened at our Uuff, honest praise," 
he said, as he looked at her criticaUy. 

^* Sire, will you not spare me? " she asked, as 
she looked perplexed, not altogether liking the 
notoriety her dancing had occasioned* 

^^ But I insist! " the king bluntly replied, while 
Katherine looked on without assenting, and the 
watchful cardinal ominously muttered: ^^ That is 
Suffolk's doing! would to Grod he would die rather 
than pander to the king's infidelities." But the 
cardinal signed to the musicians at a nod from 
the king, and Anne was obliged to dance. Gather- 
ing her beautiful skirts about her she lightly 
lifted them, and with a look at Percy who leant on 
the cardinal's chair, she commenced. 

How her nimble feet moved in the rhythm of 
their dispatch, for she semi-floated, poised, darted 
and whirled until one would think she would sink 
from exhaustion ! But the music dreamily swayed 
her, its quicker movements thrilled her, its clash- 
ing triumphs animated her to a tremendous effort, 
and its ceasing found her at the feet of the queen 
amid thunderous applause. 

She was immediately surrounded when she heard 
a voice saying: " Anne, you need refreshment 
after so brave an exertion," and before she re- 
alized it, Percy had led her behind the cardinal's 
throne away from kingly observation. Escaping 
from the room unobserved, he escorted her to the 
cardinal's private room, and taking her into his 
arms, he whispered : " My darling! would to God 
the king had never seen you ! " 



CHAPTER VIII 
A HAWKING PARTY 

" Have the duchess detain Mistress Boleyn to 
ride with her," the king whispered to Suffolk, as 
a gallant cavalcade were mounted and about ready 
to get under way with the cardinal's gerfalcons 
for a morning's sport. With the king in the 
saddle, all were astir including many of the great 
nobles with their wives, and a gay company of 
the younger set; for a morning at the cardinal's 
heronry with the king was one of the pleasures of 
this auspicious occasion. 

Anne was with the younger set and about to 
move out with them, superbly mounted. She rode 
beside Percy, full of the enjoyment of the morn- 
ing, with bubbling spirits in anticipation of her 
favorite sport. She was handling her horse per- 
fectly, and Percy's especially selected and kingly 
gerfalcon sat hooded on her wrist, when a page 
rode up to her and said : " Mistress Boleyn, the 
Princess Mary Tudor requests your company for 
this morning's ride." 

A little frown of disappointment crossed Anne's 
face, but she knew she must comply, so, saying, 
" Tell her highness that I am happy at the pleas- 
ure," she looked at Percy. 

Settled disappointment covered his face, for in 
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his secret soul he shrank from her being anywhere 
near the king; and when he escorted her to the 
now mounted duchess, who dismissed him with but 
a curt word, he dropped back and joined the 
younger set, and determined to watch the events 
of the day for Anne's sake. An ominous gloom 
seemed to be settling into his soul. Meanwhile, 
in the vicinity of the agreeable princess, who en- 
joyed healthy sport as a true daughter of old 
England, Anne lost herself to her momentary 
gloom. Her nature responded to the hunting call. 
The fascination and charm of the stately avenue 
of the cross, and the bewildering forest which they 
now entered, following the lead of his eminence's 
expert falconer who was directing them to a reedy 
marsh near giant oaks where heron were plentiful, 
dissipated glo<mi. 

Chatting, lau^iing and exchanging repartee 
with the witty duchess and the French ambassa- 
dor, M. du Belay^ who was riding beside them, 
Anne took in the unfolding wildwood, the cooing 
pigeons, the scuttling fox, the tangled briar, the 
trailing honeysuckle, and the bruised primroses 
which the horses waded through where they grew 
luxuriant in the decaying vegetation. The spirit 
of exhilaration so possessed her that she was al- 
most unconscious of a rider pressing close to 
her side, wh»i a mellow voice, with real music 
in its modulated emphasis, said: ^^ Mistress 
Boleyn, you ride superbly and look a very god- 
dess." 
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Startled, Anne looked at her escort ! She found 
the duchess had dropped back with the French am- 
bassador, and the royal Henry had taken her 
place. 

He was a superb figure mounted. There was 
a suggestion of voluptuousness, and a slight in- 
clination to fatness seen in him, but it was lost 
in the remarkable animation of his activities. He 
was a giant in physique, with handsome face, large 
sparkling eyes, and majestic bearing, as he rode 
with a hooded gerfalcon upon his wrist. 

Anne, though startled, looked at him fascinated. 
King Francis was no match to Henry in looks. 
The king of England, she had to acknowledge, was 
a superb man ; and as he rode beside her with in- 
clined head, with his handsome eyes looking a little 
too boldly at her, she was impressed with him in 
a way she was not last evening when he com- 
manded her to dance for him. 

" You take my words for flattery, for you don't 
answer me; yet I am all sincerity," he said, with 
a winning smile. 

" Sire, you startled me ! I thought her high- 
ness was with me. I was so much enjoying this 
ravishing morning and glorious ride that I was 
almost lost in the very glory of it," Anne candidly 
replied. 

" Then we shall ride together. That is my feel- 
ing, and it is intensified now since I am with a 
kindred spirit," and the king gave an admiring 
glance at her. 
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" I am most happy^ Sire," Anne replied in real 
honesty, as the two rode together. 

'^Does Francis enjoy sport? Methought he 
flagged in the chase when I was last hunting with 
him,'' the king remarked. 

" I don't know, Sire. Perhaps you forget he 
but recently returned from the omperor's cap- 
tivity." 

'' Ah ! I had forgotten ! He has had but lit- 
tle opportunity to engage in sport recently under 
your observation. But I see you have your fal- 
con. Shall we lay a wager? I will fly my bird 
against yours," he said with animation, as they 
emerged on the edge of a marsh and were eager 
for a cast. 

^^ I am willing, Sire, though I know not the 
points of my hawk; but it should be sx)eedy, for 
the Lord of Northumberland selected it for me." 

^^ And so the gallant Lord of Northumberland 
selects for you ! " he responded quizzically in an 
altered tone, which caused her to look quickly at 
him and blush as he eyed her. " Percy is a gaUant 
noble, and other ladies than you think so," he 
continued, with a covered meaning. 

Anne was startled, for she wondered what he 
meant, and a little twinge of jealousy entered her 
soul as she listened to the king talking so freely of 
her lover. 

But there was not much time for this, for a 
heron rose, and the king, dexterously releasing his 
falcon, flew it. Anne did not so quickly release 
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hers, and the two birds made a bold, quick flight 
towards their quarry. 

" You may pay me the wager," the king said 
boyishly, as the two urged their horses forward. 

" You did not name it. Sire ! but I will not give 
up, for mine may win yet! for see! it gains on 
yours ! " she cried, as she rode, the picture of 
perfection in horsemanship, as the wind kissed her 
cheeks and played with her vagrant hair; while 
the king looked at her with a feeling of intoxica- 
tion, she was so rarely beautiful. 

" Aye ! I did not name the wager ! Mine shall 
be this!" and he jwinted to his bonnet jewel. 
" And yours? " 

" I have no jewel with me, Sire ! but yet I have ! 
This golden band upon my finger shall be yours if 
your hawk wins ! " she called ; and then to her 
hawk: 

"Haw! Haw! Oh, speed! Speed! Haw! 
Haw ! " But it was of no use, for the king's falcon 
rose above the fleeing heron, and dropping, struck 
true, bearing it to the ground. 

Anne's hawk endeavored to strike, but too late. 
Sighting another heron, it rose in pursuit, as the 
king laughingly said to her : " You may toss me 
the ring ! " and he rode to her side with hand out- 
stretched. 

Checking her horse to a walk, she released her 
gauntlet and drew the tiny band of gold from her 
finger, and with a dainty pout of disappointment 
she dropped it into his outstretched hand: "A 



66 ANNE BOLEYN 

useless bauble to you, Sire, for it will not fit 
you ! " 

^' I can make it, and intend to do so ! " and he 
kissed the tiny circlet, and dropped it into his 
pocket. 

" I intend wearing this as a cherished souvenir 
of this happy ride with the most lovely of beings," 
he remarked, taking the ring out again and look- 
ing at it, and then slowly replacing it. 

Anne was all confusion as she observed the 
kingly actions. She was startled at his passion 
in kissing her ring and talking to her so boldly. 
She knew not what to do, but urged her horse after 
her truant hawk. 

But the king rode swiftly to her side and taking 
hold of her bridle rein, checked her horse, as he 
said : " Nay ! ride not from me, pretty one ! 
Henry Tudor would talk with you, for he has 
elected you to be his friend ! " 

" Thank you. Sire ! But let us ride forward ! 
Our quarry seems to be on the farther side of the 
marshy and your escort has deserted you ! " she 
replied, with some agitation, not prepared to ac- 
cept his forcefulness. 

" It is well ! Fairer escort have I never had 
than Mistress Boleyn, who seems not flatteringly 
to wish her king were somewhere else ! " 

Anne just now devoutly wished he was. She 
did not understand his actions, and wished with 
all her soul Percy were near. But she determined 
to show a brave front, so she answered gayly: 
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" The ladies of your court, Sire, would not be flat- 
tered to hear you talk that way ; and, la, la ! if it 
were night I might think your highness moon- 
struck ! " 

" You do not seem to care how you speak to 
me, fair Anne. But I will not chide you for 
that," and he gazed at her as she thus spoke her 
mind. 

" Sire, the King of France said I was noted for 
my plain speaking, and offended all my lovers," 
and she gave a rippling little laugh. 

"Did you have many? But why need I ask, 
for who could resist paying homage to such 
charms ? " and the king flung himself from his 
horse and walked by her side, in irresistible fasci- 
nation, leading his horse. 

Anne was somewhat alarmed at his boldness and 
wondered where it would end, but she responded 
with spirit : " I see my frankness. Sire, is as 
much needed in England as in sunny France, for 
methinks the king is conferring too much honor 
upon a humble gentlewoman." 

" Permit me to be the judge of that, since I wish 
it," he said gravely. 

" La, la ! Sire, you are forgetting ! Anne 
Boleyn may not wish it, therefore the king is re- 
minded of his chivalry," and she looked imperi- 
ously at him, yet upon her face was the suggestion 
of a smile. 

" Your reminder, fair Anne, I might regard 
though I am king, but your smile emboldens me 
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to continue, for no serious rejection was ever ac- 
companied by one so bewitching." 

" Sire, then I request you to be mounted and 
release my bridle rein, for I am in the mood for 
riding, and shall be honored with your escort," 
she said, positively. 

" I shall not obey you ! I would really prefer 
your walking by my side among these dainty 
posies; for I vow you would be a queen among 
them, and I would pluck them for you while we 
tarry," he willfully answered, as if she must obey 
him. < 

" You never will, Sire, for I am determined to 
ride," and with a little quick jerk at her bridle 
rein she released the kingly detention, and with a 
smart cut of her riding whip, spurted forward, 
and the king had difBlculty in overtaking her, as 
he had first to mount. 

Anne was a grand horsewoman, and soon joined 
the hunt, and received her falcon from a forester. 
She was joined by her Uncle Norfolk when the 
king again rode to her side, her rebuff far from 
quelling his ardor. 

" Norfolk, I take much pleasure in riding with 
your niece. She has a willful way of speaking her 
mind which I like," he said, laughing. 

" I am flattered to hear it. Sire. We all blame 
my niece for her too truthful tongue," the duke 
replied, astonished at the kingly vagary. 

" She must not be chided for it, for I like it ! " 
and the king laughed jovially, which many hearing 
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caused them to flock around Anne, seeing in her a 
new favorite. Percy had noticed much of this, 
and with burning rage and jealousy. He heard 
what the king said, and as he looked at Anne, she 
caught his eye, interpreted his soul, and within 
her a revulsion set in towards the monarch, which 
made her wonder with contempt what kind of a 
man the great King of England could be. 

The cardinal observed it all, and he muttered 
to himself : " Heavenly Jesu ! another thorn in 
Katherine's crown, and perhaps one in my side 
also if I am not watchful.'' 



CHAPTER IX 
A GAME OF BOWLS 

"What made you give the king your ring, 
dear?" Percy asked Anne the next morning as 
they strolled in the vicinity of the cardinal's bowl- 
ing green. 

" It was a wager. He bet me his bonnet jewel 
against my ring, which was all I had with me. 
It is nothing and of no value, only a plain band 
of gold." 

"Oh, but it does have value! he can wear it! 
he will wear it, and have the advantage of me, 
love! I would give much to possess it, for if I 
see it upon his finger I shall have murder in my 
heart ! " Percy said with feelings wrought up to 
intensity. 

"You are jealous! He cannot wear it, for it 
will not fit him! La, la! when he tried, it only 
went on the top of his little finger," and Anne 
laughed. 

" But he will wear it, Anne! and I am jealous! 
I'll engage the court jeweler has it enlarge^ by 
now — you watch and see ! I vow he will hav^ it 
on the next time we see him, and if he taunts me 
with it, I shall defy him to his face ! " Percy ex- 
claimed hotly. 

" He dare not wear my ring ! Why should 
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he? " and Anne's eyes flashed. " But should he 
do so, taunt him with this," and she released a 
gold chain from her neck, attached to which was 
a jeweled, heart-shaped pendant, and gave it to 
Percy: " Now you cannot be jealous, for is not 
this giving you double? *' she asked, as with a be- 
wilderingly lovely smile she glanced quickly at 
him with meaning. 

" Thank you ! thank you for this, and for the 
dear heart beating unseen, but which I behold in 
your eyes I This to me is an eternal treasure, for 
I shall never part with it! and should I die alone, 
may some kind soul place it in my dead hand when 
I cannot look longer at her who possesses my 
all,'* he said fervently, kissing the beautiful thing ; 
then he placed it in his doublet next to his heart, 
and taking her two hands, he held them tenderly 
as he gazed into her eyes. 

" Let us to the bowling green, or we shall be 
seen," Anne said, for many were strolling about, 
and she would avoid publicity; but he, forgetful, 
would have kissed and fondled her before all the 
world as his right, and contested the same with 
his good sword with any who would dare say him 
nay, so great was his love. 

But they passed to the bowling green, intoxi- 
cated with the charm of their exchanged confi- 
dences, and each secure in the bliss of the other's 
love. The cardinal's bowling green was a magnifi- 
cent piece of greensward, perfectly level, and kept 
mown and rolled daily. Wide-spreading elms 
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afforded grateful shade, while in the distant vista 
a glimpse of the river was seen in silvery glory, 
flashing in the sunlight. Rustic benches were 
placed here and there for lounging and repose. 
Altogether it was a rare and charming spot where 
the younger element loved to congregate and vie 
with each other in the popular game. 

It consisted of a hundred-foot range marked 
off, with a white ball or " jack '* as a goal. Lig- 
num vitae bowls were used, oval-shaped, with one 
side reduced smaller than the other, making a bias ; 
the difficult point to the game was for each player 
to master the bias of his own particular bowl, and 
land it nearest the jack. Any given number of 
points might be played for. 

When two bowls appeared equi-distant from the 
jack, the distance was measured with pegs having 
a string attachment, and should it prove under a 
yard, the reed standard measure of the time was 
used to decide points. 

Here Percy and Anne found an exciting game 
in progress between Sir Francis Weston and her 
brother George on one side, and Wyatt and 
Surrey on the other. So near were the contest- 
ants in tying each other in the game that there 
was much fun and laughter going on, and some 
anxiety among the brilliant company of specta- 
tors who had congregated there watching the con- 
test. 

Anne was all animation and full of interest in 
her brother's casting, for she devotedly loved him; 
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when all at once she heard a voice behind her, and 
that voice, once heard, was easily recognized: ^^ A 
beautiful cast, Mistress Boleyn ! " and a pointing 
hand was held forth with a flashing band of gold 
encircling the little finger, which when Percy and 
Anne saw they immediately recognized^ and which 
caused her to cease clapping for her brother, and 
to turn fiery red with blushes despite herself. 

" Surrey, you cannot beat that ! " the king 
called, pretending not to see Anne's confusion, but 
which he had pleasurably noticed all too plainly. 
Surrey cast, taking the most careful aim ; but he 
failed, giving the victory to Boleyn and Weston, 
when the king said enthusiastically : " I will try 
a hand with Suffolk; and Boleyn, since you are 
victor, play with Percy, for I hear he is an adept 
in the game." 

Ob, misery of miseries! It was the last thing 
Percy wished. He had anger in his heart, raging 
jealousy burning within him, and he was in no 
mood for playing. But he dared not refuse since 
the royal Henry challenged him; and so he 
stripped to his trunks and silken hose and the 
game commenced. 

Three more physically perfect men never stood 
together than the king, Suffolk and Percy. In 
their silken hose, with every line of their muscular 
development emphasized, their healthy pink skin 
showing, they appeared as perfect as God could 
make them. Percy with his silky, black hair and 
heightened color was a great contrast to the two 
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handsome, fair men, which pronounced his manly 
beauty; and in the eyes of Anne there never was 
any more grand or noble, and she admired him 
to the utmost. 

Greorge Boleyn was a fine specimen of English 
manhood, healthy and vigorous and well built, 
but no match in comparison to the three with him. 

A look of dignified, stem determination settled 
in Percy's face as the game commenced, and he 
never before in his life began a game, no, not 
any game, in such an irritated mood as that in 
which he now handled his bowl. He felt, and 
perhaps felt truly, that the king had done it to 
triumph over him before the very eyes of the 
one he loved. Perhaps — he thought — Henry 
might suspect that Anne had interpreted to him 
the mystery of the ring; and he intended to hu- 
miliate him before her ! but God help him if he did, 
even though he were the king! 

Such thoughts raged through his brain, and 
there was all but murder in his heart ; but he saw 
Anne beckoning him as the king was casting, 
and he walked to her side proudly, as she whis- 
pered : " Don't be rash ! Remember it is I who 
will be brought into prominence! spare me, 
Percy ! '' 

** I will, dear ! " he gently replied, and the 
thought of her to protect and shield, to screen 
from imputation and cherish purely as an angel 
from heaven, sent him to the footer to cast with 
the calmness of reason. 
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With a nicety, bom of long practice and skill, 
the king sought to carom Percy's bowl from 
the jack, leaving his own in its place. Twice 
he did this and with consummate skill, which 
put him in a high humor, for it gave his side the 
lead. 

Presently, to annoy Percy by attracting his 
attention to Anne's ring, and to cause him to be 
reckless in casting, the king pointed to his bowl 
with that fateful finger which Anne's ring encir- 
cled, and tauntingly said : ^^ See ! the game is 
mine ! the game is mine, Percy ! " and he looked 
at the ring on his hand. Both Percy and Anne 
were startled at the construction the tone of his 
voice implied, as if he were commanding Percy 
to yield Anne to him; for that was the only 
meaning Percy's beating brain could think, and 
he was angry, as the king could see. 

But Anne recalled him to some sanity by tap- 
ping his foot with her dainty slipper unseen, as 
she whispered : " Have a care ! your face is black 
as night as all can see ! " 

So he manfully replied to the king's taunt, ig- 
noring his implied construction : " Not so, Sire, 
hy your leave! the game is not finished! I am 
still in the contest ! " and he proudly watched the 
king while he finished a round. 

Henry made an excellent cast, and there re- 
mained but Percy's to decide the contest; when 
the king, walking to Anne^ said boldly to her: 
" See my bowl, Mistress Anne ! " and pointing to 
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his bowl with that ringed finger, " I tell Percy the 
game is mine — and he is out of it ! What say 
you? '* 

Utterly confused at his bold eflFrontery, yet 
well understanding his meaning, Anne answered 
not. But not so Percy! Ignoring his covered 
meaning, yet answering him to its purpose, he cour- 
ageously replied : " I do not yield so easily. Sire ! 
I hold my chance and mean to win ! '* and with- 
out flinching he bravely looked the king in the 
eyes. 

Walking to the footer, with infinite skiU he sent 
his bowl which stayed alongside that of his maj- 
esty's, a shade nearer the jack; and he had won! 
This made the king angry, as everybody saw by 
the look which came into his eyes. He did not 
know anything about their troth-plight, and the 
cardinal's ratification of the same. But he was 
determined to triumph over Percy in the eyes of 
Anne and humble him; for he disliked him as an 
upstart of the cardinal's. So he said coldly and 
deliberately in that way of his which always at- 
tracted attention, and he looked directly at Anne : 
" Northumberland, I tell you the game is mine ! " 
and many were enlightened as to the king's mean- 
ing. 

Percy was stung to the soul. All the mad 
blood of his ancestors seemed to be leaping to 
his face, and an outburst was imminent, which 
might cause his arrest, and which was really what 
the king secretly wished. 
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But he caught a sight of Anne's face con- 
stricted to a painful whiteness, as the sense of 
danger menaced him which her woman's instinct 
felt, and which brought her almost to the verge 
of fainting. He also caught a glimpse of his 
adopted- father's face, for the cardinal had joined 
the group, who frowned at him and gravely shook 
his head. 

So, amid the ominous silence, of which the king 
was the center, Percy said calmly : " I cannot 
yield so easily, Sire; the game can be proven by 
measurement ! " 

Suffolk offered Percy the standard, but Henry, 
maddened, held forth his fateful finger, and forced 
its meaning upon him, ignoring everything else 
as he said : " The game is mine ! you so know 
it ! " 

This broke all restraint in Percy. He would 
not be braved over the dearest thing in a man's 
nature, so he passed quickly to where his doublet 
hung, and returned with Anne's golden chain and 
locket. Then to the king's face he said : " Sire, 
this can decide — I will measure it with this ! " 

A perplexity mixed with anger passed across 
the king's face. He could only interpret it as 
being a troth-plight gift between them, and a 
challenge to him ; and he wondered how that could 
be when all knew Percy was betrothed to Lady 
Mary. 

He looked at the dangling jewel a moment, as 
Percy went to measure the points; and he grew 
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angrier and angrier as he felt some scheme had 
been wosked that he knew nothing about, over 
the woman of his choice. So singling out the car- 
dinal, he roared: "SMeath! is it you that is 
braving me? I will see to it!" and he strode 
away angrily to his palace, Suffolk following him. 



CHAPTER X 

AN INTERVIEW 

" In absolute confidence, Percy, and because I 
am friendly to you and his eminence, I suggest 
that you pay less attention to Mistress Boleyn.'* 
Thus spoke Suffolk as he linked arms with Percy 
the next morning after the incident of the last 
chapter. He had found him in conversation with 
a group on the palace grounds, and walked apart 
with him. 

" Who sent you with such a message, Suffolk? ** 
Percy asked, alert on the instant and knowing too 
well whose messenger he was, as he reluctantly 
walked beside the oily-tongued duke. 

" He who would be better pleased if you sent 
him by me the chain and locket that belongs 
to Mistress Boleyn,'* the duke replied, as he 
sidlingly glanced at Percy. 

" Then I'm damned if I will ! though that is not 
my answer to your message! But Suffolk! since 
you mention no names, neither shall I! but tell 
your employer that I scorn his suggestion and ut- 
terly refuse to listen to his messenger longer! so 
hold ! or in God's name — draw ! " and Percy, mad 
with rage, drew his sword. 

" Put up your sword, Percy. This is an ill 

time for practice. You know it would not do for 
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me to deliver your message^ and in friendliness 
I suggest that you recall it ! " the duke said as 
he ignored Percy's anger and took no notice of 
his drawn sword. 

^^ I cannot ! I would be a dastard to do so, 
whoever sent you, Suffolk! There are reasons 
which make your suggestion so personally insult- 
ing as to scatter calmness to the winds, and con- 
sider the message a challenge! even though it 
came from Henry himself ! " Percy answered, 
white with passion, and well remembering who he 
was talking to. 

" So, so ! you champion ladies' suits like a 
knight errant! But what will Lady Talbot say 
— and her father — and your own — over your 
declared troth-plight that all the world knows 
of? " Suffolk asked with a sneer. 

"The devil!" Percy ejaculated hotly. "The 
blind tying of two innocents together — two 
babes unconsented, you think will stand in this 
day and age? 'Fore God! I shall never marry 
Lady Mary ! The heart and will with some con- 
sent should carry weight in such matters; and 
I have neither, as all the world shall know," Percy 
replied dejectedly, as he had time to think a mo- 
ment. Despite his plausible reasoning, the truth 
of many such unmatched marriages occurring was 
the denial to his view of the case. 

" Perhaps somebody we all know very well will 
not think so ! I still advise you in a very friendly 
way, since you know that Mistress Bolejm is a 
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king's ward, that you had better not interfere 
in his highness' matters^ but leave him to do as 
he thinks best, for usually the one who interferes 
gets hurt!" and the duke spoke plainly, though 
threateningly, as he walked away with a cynical 
smile. 

Percy looked after him, and said within him- 
self : " You are well away, Suffolk, or I might 
have let slip our secret, and perhaps I had better 
get counsel, for I sorely need it," and he betook 
himself to the cardinal's room, where he told him 
what had occurred. 

Wolsey listened with deep concern. Trouble 
lined itself in his face as this new star in the king's 
regard arose, and he determined to see to it that 
a signed agreement was obtained from the two 
earls, releasing his adopted son from his hated 
bondage ; and he said : " You are bringing grave 
care and laying it upon my shoulders. But I 
will bear it since it is for you," and he looked 
anxiously at his boy as this tribute of self-sacri- 
fice came from him. 

Then he added : " Percy, I was never so men- 
aced as now, for it seems the king with his mad 
passion is not the king I have toiled for, but a 
new king in whose life has entered base and cruel 
things which will lay us all in the dust, I fear. 
But Wolsey can plan and, if necessary, plot, too ! 
so don't fear ! " 

" Thank you ! You are my ideal of goodness 1 
I beg you see my gratitude, for with all my heart 
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I thank you ! " Percy fervently responded, as 
he looked into the face of his adopted father and 
the two quietly held each other's eyes for a mo- 
ment. 

But George Cavendish, the cardinal's man, an- 
nounced " The king ! " and Henry slouched in. 
The cardinal immediately arose and received him 
with a deep obeisance, offered a chair for his 
majesty to be seated, and dropped to his knees 
on a great cushion at the king's feet. 

The king's toilet had not been completed, for 
he was in negligee. He merely glanced at Percy, 
and, to his salutation, returned but a slight nod, 
when Percy left. 

" Your young ward is a fiery cockerel, Wolsey ! 
but all the Northumberlands are a heady set and 
need some reminders to keep them sanely loyal ! " 
Henry said sententiously. 

" I hope he has not offended you. Sire ! I will 
recall him to apologize ! " Wolsey quickly replied. 

" Don't trouble ! at the right time I can teach 
him a lesson. But . I did not come to complain 
of your household, Wolsey; for I have graver 
matters at heart," and the king eyed his great 
minister. 

" I am at your service, Sire," and Wolsey 
waited what was coming. 

" I want you to procure me a divorce! " and 
the king bluntly stated it, as if he were asking an 
easy matter for the cardinal to do. 

" A divorce. Sire ! " and Wolsey repeated it 
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slowly, for that was the " king's matter,** and 
some devil had put him up to it; and the sweat 
broke out on the cardinal at thought of this most 
difficult of all the difficult tasks he had to under- 
take for his royal master. 

" You heard aright ! So don't mince words, 
or be so slow; but advise me in the matter. It 
has come to this that I am tired and weary of this 
double life and pant for freedom. Katherine and 
I, as you know, have been cursed of God. Our 
three sons are dead, and there is no hope of an 
heir to the crown and England is in gloom about 
it." 

" Your daughter Mary, Sire," the cardinal 
hinted — scarcely knowing how to reply to the 
suddenness of this bold proposal. 

" You know she is betrothed to the French dau- 
phin. Do you suggest that we hand England, 
with her, over to France? " the king incredibly 
asked. 

" But the Pope can only grant you a divorce. 
Sire," the cardinal lamely answered. 

" And you are his special representative here, 
with more influence with him than any other car- 
dinal. Get him to grant me one," the king has- 
tily suggested. 

" But the Emperor Charles will have to be 
taken into account. Will he consent if the royal 
Katherine appeals to him? The emperor has his 
Holiness at his mercy, and he will be almost bound 
to do his bidding." 
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" You answer as if your heart is not in it. But 
I am going to be freed from these bonds, and 
you will have to do it for me, or I shall find 
those who will," and the king looked doggedly 
at the cardinal with a set determination in his 
face. 

Wolsey could scent some work of another's, 
some specious scheme to be fastened on him to 
ruin him; for he knew that Pope Clement would 
not entertain the thought of a divorce because 
the emperor held him a prisoner and he would 
have to do what Charles dictated, and of course 
he would side with the emperor's aunt. Queen 
Katherine- 

He could see that it was a terrible scheme for 
his downfall, but he must gain time. Time some- 
times works wonders, and so he said : " Point the 
way. Sire, that I can help you; and I will take 
the matter under careful advisement, for is not 
that what you would wish? " 

" Well — think it out — and advise quickly, 
for I have slowly come to this determination." 

The king flatly lied, for it was only recently 
Suffolk dared put such a dastard scheme into his 
head. And the matter was hastened now that 
he had had a sight of Anne Boleyn, for he thought, 
should he secure a divorce, England would be 
more apt to condone his act if he placed an Eng- 
lish maid upon the throne. But Suffolk did not 
suggest that, while Henry's passion had; for in 
his secret heart he was determined to secure this 
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incomparable maid, and woe be to any who crossed 
his path. 

Presently he said: "What is young North- 
umberland so interested in Mistress Boleyn for, 
seeing he is betrothed to Lady Mary Talbot?'* 
and he eyed the cardinal with a scrutinizing look 
from which he did not flinch. 

Two shrewder men never faced each other, only 
Wolsey was the brainier ; but Henry was dogged, 
with that marked English characteristic. He had 
learned his king-craft from Wolsey, who had ele- 
vated him, with England, to a pinnacle of great- 
ness. But the king was now changing and in- 
stead of being led, was leading himself into a self- 
will and stubbornness absolutely new to his na- 
ture. From the soul of honor, backed by strong 
religious instincts, he was schooling himself into 
being an independent man with gross passions, 
selfishness and cruelty. 

Wolsey had difficulty in matching him in his new 
mood, and so he fencingly replied : " Percy is a 
young gallant. Sire, and his interest in Mistress 
Boleyn must be attributed to that." 

" Not when he insults me with flaunting love 
tokens she has evidently given him," he growled. 

" That was unknown to me. Sire," and the 
cardinal held the king's gaze with a twinge of 
conscience. 

" They cannot be betrothed ! the young upstart 
dare not do that now since she is our ward, and 
he pledged to another," the king mused. 
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His eminence was in a fix. To acknowledge it, 
without the ratification of the two earls, would 
mean trouble, and the king would break it then 
and there. So, to defend his boy and to gain 
time, he replied : " I have always found Percy 
honorable, Sire. He would not do a thing so 
rash." 

" He had better not ! " and the king said it 
ominously, still looking intently at the cardinal. 
" But see to it that my matter engages your seri- 
ous consideration, and report to me at once," and 
the king arose and left the room, leaving the car- 
dinal in the deepest perplexity, yet determined to 
immediately see the two earls. So Wolsey sent 
for Shrewsbury to come to him and dispatched a 
mounted messenger summoning the Earl of North- 
umberland to appear immediately before the Lord 
Chancellor. 

As the king passed to his apartments, he signed 
for Norris to come to him, and commanded : 
" Find my Lord Shrewsbury and bring him im- 
mediately to me." On the earPs arrival, the king 
questioned him about Lady Mary's and Percy's 
betrothment ratification. On the earl confirming 
the same, the king positively said : " Shrewsbury, 
see that it is not broken." 

And the earl replied : " Yes, Sire." 



CHAPTER XI 
THE GRAND TOURNAMENT 

Anne was becoming afraid of the royal Henry, 
She could not conscientiously reconcile herself to 
the forced attentions of a married man even 
though he was a king. Attentions from such a 
source, with her knowledge of the royal history, 
did not flatter her a bit. She had been too deeply 
schooled at court, and her moral sense and reli- 
gious tone was such that she was shocked and 
alarmed at the king's persistency. 

And then Percy's love satisfied her. Her heart 
was secure as she thought of him in his pure, ma- 
jestic manhood, with chaste love and fervor 
towards her, which satisfied her soul. It was in 
this spirit she arose on that brilliant morning; 
and, with a devotion that her overburdened heart 
poured out, she completed her orisons with the 
name of her adored many times repeated to the 
Blessed Mother, and the Holy Crucified, ere she 
breakfasted and prepared herself for the grand 
gala tournament. 

A page at her door with a note from the king's 
sister annoyed her, and she read it: 

" Mistress Boleyn: 

" I request your company on this gala day, 

" Mary T." 

87 
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She could see the duke's hand in the matter 
and the king's will behind it. She was vexed, 
for she was not in attendance on that day, and 
should have been free, and her plan was to have 
gone with the younger set where she could watch 
Percy in the lists and share his triumphs. 

Hastily scribbling a reply to the duchess' com- 
mands, whom she dare not refuse, Anne placed 
herself in the hands of her maid, and was prepared 
with some degree of elegance to grace this grand 
occasion. 

She joined the duchess at the grand entry, and 
they rode to the lists immediately following the 
king and queen, and were followed by the court 
of both cardinal and king, one of the most bril- 
liant gatherings ever seen in England. 

Anne watched the royal Henry, for she could 
not help it. He certainly was a commanding fig- 
ure as he rode his horse, and scattered largess to 
his applauding subjects, and laughed to see them 
fight and scramble for the silver pieces. 

Through bewildering throngs to the blaring of 
fanfares which announced the royal cavalcade, 
and to the distant music of the massed bands of 
king and cardinal, the royal procession ap- 
proached. 

The sun was well up in the heavens, but not yet 
sufficient to dispel the dew, and the glory mist of 
a June morning in England. The air was laden 
with the aroma of flowering hawthorne and limes, 
and sweet-briar, and pregnant with the rank tang 
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of bruised ferns, and myriad sweet-throated flow- 
erets that were constantly being crushed by the 
trampling throng. To the right, through the 
trees, was seen the snowy marble of Diana's foun- 
tain; and the glorious gold of the goddess, with 
her water-nymphs, flashed and sparkled in the 
clearing sunshine. 

It was a rare morning of splendor, and the car- 
dinal had a satisfactory feeling come into his 
heart, for he could not but think that God and 
nature were with him in bringing pleasure to the 
critical giant riding at his side. As they entered 
the lists and proceeded to the royal dais the king 
swung round in his saddle, and, addressing his 
sister, said : ^^ Be seated next to me, Mary, and 
have Mistress Boleyn with you." 

" Yes, Sire,'* and the duchess smilingly glanced 
at Anne, as she said : " You seem to be a favor- 
ite with our royal brother." 

The prominent way in which his majesty men- 
tioned her name wounded Anne; besides, it was 
done so openly as to attract attention from the 
obsequious courtiers. A slight shade of displeas- 
ure crossed the queenly face causing Anne a pang, 
for she gauged what it all meant; and to her 
breathed insult disguised as flattery, which made 
her bridle her tongue as she answered the prin- 
cess : " I would rather his highness overlooked 
me, for I am much too lowly for him to notice." 

" I think it is your rare honesty, Anne, which 
attracts him. Henry loves candor and we all 
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admire it in our new, little French import,'* she 
replied ; and she said it in a tone sanctioning her 
brother's actions, which caused Anne to reply: 

" Your highness, I shall have to learn to dis- 
semble if his majesty gets too bold, for I have 
learned to be suspicious of married men." 

" And so have I," the duchess truly answered, 
and they had not time for further conversation, 
for they followed to the royal dais. The princess 
seated Anne next to herself, much to Anne's an- 
noyance, as she wished not to be there, but with 
the gay, younger set. 

Below them in the lists the heralds marched in^ 
and to silencing fanfares announced the contest- 
ants, sixteen of them, headed by the dukes of 
Norfolk and Suffolk in a melee, with Percy on the 
Norfolk side opposing the Marquis of Dorset. 

Anne had only sight and soul for her lover as 
he rode last in the line of his opposing eight, 
while they encircled the lists, and then arrayed 
themselves at either end awaiting the signal from 
the king. 

With mighty thundering of hoofs and cries on 
either side, of « A Norfolk ! " or " A Suffolk ! " 
the whole concourse of thousands divided and so 
roared out their choice as to completely drown 
the clashing shock of encounter of lances on steel 
and mail against mail. 

Anne watched Percy and she scarcely saw other, 
as be masterfully rode a superb mount and looked 
as if welded to his steed, so complete was the 
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union between master and mount. She watched 
him bear down upon the marquis with all the 
speed his mighty mount could put forth^ saw him 
level his lance directly at the breast of his op- 
ponent, then, at the last moment, directing it 
toward his vizor he fairly hurled him from the 
saddle. Tremendous plaudits came from the on- 
lookers, in which they mingled cries of " A Percy ! 
a Percy ! " in honor of his skill. 

Stealing a glance at the king, Anne saw a scowl 
cross his face, which did not hinder her from 
clapping her little hands and waving her kerchief 
when Henry turned and caught her doing so. 

" For which side are you clapping, Mistress 
Boleyn? " and then to his sister he said: "Let 
Mistress Boleyn exchange places with you, for I 
would compare points with her." 

As the duchess was sitting immediately on 
the right of the king, with the queen and cardinal 
on his left, it placed Anne on the right of the 
royal Henry, much to her confusion. 

" And so you are applauding for the young 
lord ! " he commented. 

" Sire, a true lance merits applause," she blush- 
ingly answered. 

" He is lucky. He shall try again," and the 
king gave an evil smile as he made a signal, and 
a herald rode to him for judgment; for three 
from each side were to be named to further con- 
test. 

The king named the six, and when they again 
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entered Anne saw that the king had paired Percy 
to oppose Suffolk. 

With a sign to another herald who rode to the 
king» he leaned forward and said : ^^ Send Suffolk 
to me.'* 

On his arriving, the king leaned well over the 
balcony, and, the duke lowering his vizor, the 
king whispered : " Do me the favor of laying 
your opposing cockerel in the dust," and then he 
deliberately turned and looked at Anne to see if 
she had heard what he said. 

She heard, and felt herself challenged. With 
burning blushes which she could not help, she 
looked at the king who boldly leaned towards 
her and, with the greatest effrontery, said : " I 
am opposed to you, fair Mistress Anne, in wishes. 
Are yoii ready for another wager? " 

" Y^s, Sire ! " she quickly replied, and with 
ready wit, " I will bet you my gloves against my 
ring on your finger (hoping to win back her 
ring) that Lord Percy defeats the duke," and she 
was glad to be able to say it, for it gave her the 
unembarrassed right to be enthusiastic for her 
champion. 

But the king was alert, too. He was not go- 
ing to forfeit that precious ring whether or no, 
so he replied: "I will make it my bonnet jewel, 
and with this condition that — if you win it — 
you wear it. But methinks the gloves will be 
mine, though I fear I shall be unable to make 
them fit as easily as I did your ring. But I know 
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where I can place them,*' And he gave her a 
smile, the handsome villain. 

Anne understood him well, and, to hide her con- 
fusion, she leaned over the balcony and shouted 
with the thundering throng; and her cry was, 
" A Percy ! a Percy ! *' 

Percy had been watching her and saw the king 
change her place. He saw the king bespeak the 
duke, and guessed the truth. He knew he was 
pitted against the foremost champion in England, 
yet he was undaunted^ for the king's actions had 
goaded him to a resolved rashness ; and he decided 
to fight with his horse as well as with his true 
arm. 

Hector was a coal black steed, and born for the 
tilt-yard. With his accouterments and those of 
his master he acted perfectly free in his move- 
ments. He stood on his hind legs and pawed the 
air, awaiting the signal. At the given signal he 
hurled himself toward the duke's horse as if they 
must meet with a mighty shock and batter out 
each other's brains, and so confused Suffolk's aim. 
Then, at the pressure of his master's knee, he 
swerved aside sufficiently for Percy, with quick 
and dexterous aim^ to be able to take the duke's 
cuirass, when the shock was so great that no man 
could withstand it. Suffolk was hurled to the 
ground, pulling his horse down with him, so 
mighty was his grip upon the bridle rein. 

Percy checked his horse in his gallop to the 
deafening applause of the multitude and at a word 
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of oommand, Hector rose, hoofs in air, and walked 
and caracoled and bowed and pawed the air, this 
way and that, until he was opposite the royal dais, 
when Percy lowered his lance to the ground ; first 
to their majesties, then to Anne, making Henry 
furiously angry, for he growled : " Damn him ! 
I will tilt with him myself ! " 

The king arose. All was expectancy, for the 
king was the people's idol, and they immediately 
yeUed, " The king ! the king ! " and with the mad 
joust fever raised to intensest interest, they again 
yelled, " A Percy ! a Percy ! " coupling his name 
with the king's, to Henry's displeasure, but indi- 
cating their wishes. 

As the king turned to leave the royal dais, he 
took out his bonnet jewel and pinned it upon 
Anne's shoulder, as he said : " I know your heart 
will not be with me, but notwithstanding, Henry 
Tudor will tilt for you. Give me your colors." 

His request and open act, right before the eyes 
of the queen, irritated and humiliated her, and 
what to do or say she scarcely knew. She could 
not give him her colors, for Percy was wearing 
them, so in confused candor she replied, with 
blushing cheeks and downcast eyes, ready almost 
to faint with the notoriety he was bringing upon 
her : " I cannot, Sire, for another is wearing 
them," and she hoped Queen Katherine heard her 
and would understand, for she cared nothing for 
what the people thought, for to them it might ap- 
pear as only the paying of a wager. 
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" So, so ! Then while I am championing you, 
I must oppose your colors. So be it. But win 
or defeat, Henry Tudor will take you to lunch.'' 

He had laid his further commands upon her and 
she chafed under them, for she dared not but obey. 
But she watched him leave with a sigh of satis- 
faction, and knew not what to do with herself; 
for she felt the eyes of Katherine, of the cardinal 
and all the court were upon her with varied 
thoughts. 

But the king rode in and, passing to the dis- 
played shields of the champions, he struck that of 
Percy's heavily with his mailed hand, then slowly 
caracoled to the end of the lists, truly a superb 
champion and the ideal of his subjects. 

Percy had observed the king closely. He saw 
him pin his bonnet jewel on Anne with a jealous 
pang, for when did a lover's eyes fail? So, at the 
signal given by his eminence, he yelled, " For my 
lady love ! " giving the king his defiance and steel- 
ing his soul for a supreme effort. A mighty ex- 
hilaration came over him as he urged Hector for- 
ward, using the same tactics that he did with the 
duke, and so successfully as to take the king's 
casque with such a shock as to tear it from its 
fastenings, when it rolled spinning on the ground. 
This won him the honors, and again he caracoled 
around the lists amid storms of wildest applause, 
which sat ill on the king's stomach. 

As he lowered his lance in front of his emi- 
nence, waiting the victor's acknowledgment, Wol- 
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sey leaned well over the balcony, and whispered 
hoarsely : " For God's sake, don't oppose him 
further ! " 

But despite this, Percy rode away with a love 
light in his soul, with the remembrance of dear 
eyes that looked at him, and a sweet voice ac- 
claiming him; and he looked up at his pennon 
where her colors were flying. 

When he returned to claim her for the banquet, 
he saw her passing into the royal pavilion with 
the king. 



CHAPTER XII 
THE GRAND TOURNAMENT (Continued) 

The royal pavilion was filled with life, and was 
a palace of splendor. It was a large wood and 
canvas structure, supported by three great pil- 
lars, above the central one of which floated the 
royal standard. The roof was draped to the 
sides with the royal colors, and the sides were 
hung with costly tapestries and lordly escutch- 
eons, interspersed with warrior trophies from bat- 
tlefields and relics of the chase. 

Two mammoth tables ran down the full length 
of the pavilion about which flitted an army of 
chamberlains and lackeys. At the upper end, on 
a raised platform, an imposing dais had been 
erected for their majesties and the cardinal, and 
here was a table laid with a service of pure gold. 
A vacant place was left for the kingly choice to 
fill, and Henry elected Anne to sit next to his sis- 
ter, who sat immediately to the right of the king. 
Such an honor to a gentlewoman had never before 
been given by the willful monarch. Katherine 
looked pained, but did not say anything, while 
the cardinal looked vexed and dared not. 

Norfolk and Suffolk exchanged glances as they 

drew near the royal Henry, not caring for Kath- 
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erine's pain, but both of them seeing only too 
plainly the annoyance it gave the cardinal. But 
his eminence raised his hat and pronounced a 
blessing as king and courtiers doffed their bon- 
nets. As the king replaced his, he leant towards 
his sister and addressed Anne : 

" I saw you triumphing in my defeat when I 
told you I was your champion. Did I not bow 
low enough to please you? " 

" Too low, Sire, for our king ! and your sub- 
jects applauded you, and I with them," she an- 
swered tactfully. 

But Will Somers saved further remarks by 
breaking in : " You reminded me. Uncle, of one 
of Doctor Butts' colicky patients taking his bo- 
luses as a case of necessity, and your bowings 
were done with as ill a grace." 

" Truth in a nut-shell, fool. Take care that 
I don't crack yours ! " and he made a pass at the 
fool with his hand. 

Ducking to avoid the king's cufF, the fool laugh- 
ingly replied : " Uncle, that would do you no 
good, for you might have double loss. If you 
cracked my nut and ate not the meat you would 
still lose your fool. And if you ate the meat you 
might turn fool yourself, and it would be an ill 
fit to squeeze your big paunch into my doublet." 

But the king paid but slight attention to the 
dwarf, for he was busy. The cardinal had tickled 
his fastidious palate with dishes of partridge 
meats served in various forms, which, for the 
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nonce, satisfied the royal gourmand. Henry was 
a hearty eater, and he hurried now for he was 
eager to return to the sports. 

At the conclusion of his repast he arose, with 
goblet filled to the brim, and pledged : " To those 
for whom men will devote all, sacrifice all, yield 
all." 

All arose instantly with the king, and raised 
their goblets in honor of the royal Katherine, 
though he did not name her; but he looked di- 
rectly at Anne and away from the queen to Anne's 
dire confusion, for she felt Katherine understood 
and scorned her. 

" We have been here too long ! to the sports ! 
By the shouts without something is amusing 
them ! " the king said, breaking the silence which 
followed his pledge. Stepping beside Anne, he 
boldly invited : " Come, pretty one ! Let us lead 
these tardy folks to the attractions of the day, 
but to me you are a more dainty attraction than 
them all." 

Anne could see that she had to meet the king's 
desperate boldness with a characteristic courage 
of her own, for he stopped at nothing. So rally- 
ing her forces she answered him : " La, la ! Sire ! 
that sounds like the cheap flattery of a country 
gallant, and in poor taste coming from England's 
king! " and she accompanied it with a little laugh. 

" So you think you can correct the king? " 

" Yes, Sire ; when he forgets himself." 

" Very well then, little prude — though I doubt 
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if you are one — I like candor and you suit me! 
But what have we here?" he remarked, for as 
they came to the lists they saw an amusing oc- 
currence. 

Two diminutive champions were facing each 
other — Sir Witty-pate, the cardinal's jester, and 
Will Somers. By a deal of coaxing on the part 
of the king's fool, Percy had allowed him to mount 
Hector to do battle with the other fool. Will 
had been boasting his prowess in the saddle, and 
of there being no horse that he could not manage. 
Each was furnished with small lance and wooden 
sword, and they certainly looked droll as they 
faced each other. As Hector pranced, caracoled, 
and pawed the air. Will sat him well, though it 
kept him busy doing so; and, as the king had 
passed to the royal dais, they both looked to him 
for the signal; then with a shout of laughter 
from the throng they charged at each other. 

Will had been boasting his superiority in being 
the king's fool and having precedence over the 
cardinal's — the conceited shrimp. This had 
produced the challenge from Sir Witty-pate to a 
contest at arms to mortal combat. Will was cer- 
tain in his own mind of vanquishing the cardinal's 
fool, so charged right valiantly at him with lance 
poised, when a peculiar shrill signal reached Hec- 
tor's ears. Knowing it to be Percy's whistle, 
which he had been trained to obey, he swerved 
immediately and galloped towards his master as 
he had been taught to do. 
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The cardinal's dwarf could not understand the 
actions of the king's, other than that he was 
afraid to meet him, which raised his courage to a 
scornful pitch. Spurring his charger, he hurled 
his defiance and pressed hard after the king's fool ; 
and, for his supposed cowardice, prodded him be- 
hind with his lance. 

The rage of Will was ludicrous to see. Shout- 
ing maledictions with all his might, he tried to 
check Hector and have him face Sir Witty-pate ; 
and at the same time he made a desperate effort 
to keep himself from being prodded behind. He 
shook his lance at his antagonist, then threw it 
away in his rage; then drew his sword and sput- 
tered and shook it also — then beat Hector over 
the head with it to make him stop. But instead 
of this it made him go faster, while the cardinal's 
fool called him " Coward ! " and prodded him 
again and again. 

The mounted champions and marshals were 
laughing hilariously, and the watching throng 
were screaming themselves hoarse at the funny 
sight; when the two dwarfs bore down on Percy, 
who sat mounted in the lists. But Percy imme- 
diately rode to the opposite end, giving Hector 
his peculiar signal as he passed him, when the 
horse immediately turned and followed him. 

It looked now as if the champion of the day 
was afraid of the king's fool, for the enraged 
Will, suspecting something, shook his sword at 
Percy. Sir Witty-pate turned and followed 
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hard after Will, poking him with his lance until 
he could not stand it longer. He threw himself 
from Hector, rolling over and over as he fell, and 
breaking his sword. Gathering himself up, he 
attempted to run after Sir Witty-pate, shaking 
his broken sword and screaming his defiance. 

Seeing it was utterly useless, he stamped the 
ground in his rage, and flung the broken hilt after 
the retreating horse, — the most venomous and 
enraged specimen of humanity conceivable. 

" I could carve that ape to goose-livers ! Oh, 
that fool horse ! I will be revenged — the devil 
witness it! I will injure you — you foresworn 
upstart of a cardinal's puppet! you Northum- 
berland hound ! " and sputtering out his malice 
he crept from the lists crestfallen and revengeful. 

The king was so absorbed by the funny sight 
that Anne took the opportunity to slip away, 
when she betook herself to the entrance of the 
lists, where Percy nearly ran over her as he 
emerged on Hector. 

" Anne ! Anne ! " he called, and flinging himself 
from the saddle, he handed his horse to a groom, 
and joined her. "What brings you here?'' 

" You ! I wanted you ! " 

" Why — but why do I ask? I saw him perse- 
cuting you! Oh, it is treason to feel as I do — 
but I could kill him ! and would, if I were not sure 
of you ! " he whispered fervently. 

" You can be sure of me, Percy. I am not only 
afraid of him, but he grows more tedious with his 
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attentions — and if I dared, I would snub him! '* 
she said, much to Percy's amusement. 

"Heaven bless youl" he ejaculated fervently. 
" But let us to the butts, as the king is enamored 
of the lists, and he will not look for us there, and 
I scarcely dare withdraw from the sports or the 
cardinal would be disappointed," and they strolled 
to the butts. 

They were erected in one of the arms of the 
mammoth cross, with its background of lake and 
fountain which flashed and sparkled in the bril- 
liant sunlight, a scene of wondrous splendor as 
viewed from the shade of overarching trees. 

The yeomen of the king's guard were formed 
in V-shaped lines out into the open avenue where 
the butts were erected, and kept the range clear 
to the various targets. 

Here were gathered foresters from the king's 
many estates, Hampshire men from the New for- 
est, archers from Kent and from Wales who had 
come in the train of Katherine's young daughter, 
noblemen's archers from the various counties, and 
the cardinal's own, headed by 6iles» his chief for- 
ester. 

At intervals were placed targets of straw basses 
four feet in diameter, canvas covered and painted 
with five circles, the outer white, then black, blue, 
red, and the inner gold. The first mark was dis- 
tant eighteen score yards, others increasing the 
distance to twenty. 

Percy stripped off doublet and shirt, and stood 
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with the men as they competed, to the admiration 
of Anne. In the open competition at twenty 
score yards, nineteen arrows entered the gold, 
twenty the red; the rest ranging in the blue and 
the black and not one in the white. 

Live geese were next set up at one hundred 
yards distance^ and Davey, one of the princess' 
Welch bowmen, remarked : " That's a dom'd 
small goslin's head ! " 

** Stand to your bow — and polish your eye- 
sight ! " Giles retorted. 

" I might be shooting at a fairy wing for all I 
can see. It's just guesswork," Davey answered, 
as he let fly and killed the goose. 

Live wood-pigeons were tossed up — six to a 
man; distance — one hundred and fifty feet; and 
Giles with Percy and five bowmen stood to fur- 
ther contest. Stuffed dummies, male clad, fast- 
ened on horses, were sent galloping across. Points 
were given for arrows entering vulnerable places. 
As Giles stood with Percy in this contest, Anne, 
who was standing well to the front watching 
Percy, heard this remark to Giles : " This should 
almost seem like killing deer to you." She rec- 
ognized the voice. 

** Yes, Sire ; if I might shoot at horse instead of 
dummy. Grant me such live points, instead of 
iron pot and trammels and straw, and I would 
try and show you something," and he said it with 
disgust, for he was unused to shooting at armed 
figures. 
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" Well, Giles, if you fail you shall try again — 
and if successful^ you shall be a captain of our 
body-guard, with his eminence's permission, for 
you shoot well," the king said, all animation. 

" Please, Sire, let me beg off becoming a yeo- 
man with a trial of my craft as a woodsman, for 
I was born in the woods and I love them,'* he 
answered, not wishing to enter the king's service. 

" Oh, very well, then I " the king answered, an- 
noyed. Turning to the cardinal he sarcastically 
said : " Wolsey, all you have about you seems 
to be after the extraordinary," and turning, he 
stepped to Anne's side. 

As Percy turned to walk to her — for he could 
not help it — the king halted him with : " You 
seem to have been hiding. Sir Champion. Are 
you afraid to draw a bow with me? " and he said 
it with stinging sarcasm. 

Percy was far from being afraid, and was 
angry enough to send an arrow through his heart, 
but he mastered himself sufficiently to say : " Fear 
does not hinder me. Sire ; you have but now chal- 
lenged me ! " and he walked to one side. As if the 
cardinal were curious to see what he was doing, he 
moved to him and whispered : " For God's sake, 
don't outshoot him ! be sure and fail ! " for he 
knew Percy's skill. 

Stripped to the waist, the king and Percy stood 
together, two of the most superb men living. A 
herd of fallow deer was driven — one at a time 
across the open, points to be made by taking the 
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animal's eye as it madly plunged in terror past 
the fatal spot. 

" The king» — One ! '* shouted the teller, as the 
first deer fell to his arrow, and Henry looked 
pleased. 

But later he looked grave, then angry; for 
when he hit, Percy hit ; and missing, Percy missed ; 
so tying him exactly. Percy had been a pupil of 
Giles' from boyhood and was in his element. It 
began to dawn upon the king and audience that 
their champion of the lists was only exhibiting 
another form of superior skill under cover of a 
ruse, and they applauded loudly^ which applause 
made the king ungovernably mad. 

Flinging down his bow with disgust, he said to 
Percy, his eyes blazing with anger : " You are 
devilishly conceited! I'll bet you a thousand 
ducats that from yonder branch dangling I will 
thread an arrow through this ring ! " and he drew 
Anne's ring from his finger as he continued : ^^ If 
you do the same, I will relinquish my right to it, 
and the wager — no odds from you ! " and he said 
it so insultingly that Percy went white with heat 
as the king held Anne's ring up in front of his 
face. 

A little pressure on his arm, and a dear voice 
softly saying, " Don't, oh, don't ! " calmed hiix 
somewhat, yet he answered truly and bravely: 
" It will be my highest joy to win it from you, 
Sire ! " and for very madness he could not say 
more. A forester fixed the ring dangling from 
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a branch ; and the king, striding back one hundred 
feety turned, and, with careful aim, twanged his 
bow and threaded his arrow truly through the 
ring, amid plaudits at this feat of delicate skill. 
" Beat that if you can ! " he rudely said. 

" I mean to. Sire," Percy replied in the rash- 
ness of honest speech. 

Wolsey pressed toward Percy as he selected a 
slender and true arrow, and as he took aim, he 
pushed against him just enough to spoil it. His 
arrow pushed that of the king's from the ring, 
but his own did not enter and the two fell to the 
ground together. 

Feeling the push on his arm, Percy looked 
round angrily to see who did it, when he faced his 
eminence, who gave him a terrible look, and said 
but one word, " Madman ! " and walked away. 

" I won that ring and mean to keep it ! I brook 
no interference ! " the king growled as he scowled 
in his rage, and turning to where Anne was stand- 
ing, he said : ** Come, Mistress Boleyn — I will 
escort you to the palace." 

But Anne had vanished. 



CHAPTER XIII 
A BOYAL PLOT 

" I am afraid you two have gotten me into con- 
siderable trouble," said the cardinal looking at 
Percy, as he:juid Anne were closeted with him in 
his private rooms. He had called them there to 
hold a conference concerning the gravity of the 
king's course. 

" I am sorry, but what can be done? We avoid 
his majesty, but he persistently thrusts himself 
upon Mistress Boleyn," and Percy looked indig- 
nant as a great weight of trouble surged over his 
soul. 

" It is your pretty face and candid manner. 
Mistress Boleyn," observed the cardinal, looking 
at Anne. " Pity that you came from France just 
now; though Percy doesn't think so, I'll be 
bound ! " he added, not unkindly. 

" But I am in a dilemma, Percy. I have seen 
Shrewsbury, and he told me in confidence that his 
majesty had forestalled me about your betroth- 
ment, and utterly forbids interference." 

"Great heavenly Jesu! then what can we do? 

The king is persecuting us. He is a monster, and 

has such evil intentions towards us that I could 

kill him ! " and Percy unconsciously laid his hand 

upon his sword. 

lOS 
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"Be not so fiery. If death were the penalty of 
the king's wrong^doing, in my judgment he would 
not be living. But it is treason for us to be talk- 
ing so. How he tries me with his evil notions ! " 
and Wolsey sighed, as he sat in deep meditation. 

" Is it not possible that you two are mistaken, 
and that your devotion would be lessened by your 
separating for a time — or, at least imtil the king 
gets cooled off, or changed to another mood? " and 
he appealingly looked at them as he asked this. 

"How can you ask this? Why suggest it?'* 
Percy, mtonifthfd, asked; because his love was a 
raging fire, and deeper burning now that they were 
being persecuted on account of it. 

" Because, Percy, you are really betrothed to 
another. You two have no right to each other. 
My fostering your attachment is treason ! I do not 
see any way out of the matter since the king has 
blocked me. It will rest with Mistress Boleyn — 
and time ! " and he looked fixedly at Anne. 

" Marry us now. We can get witnesses and 
keep the matter secret! You rank next to his 
Holiness, and the matter will be settled forever ! " 
Percy pleaded wildly, while Anne, all excitement, 
said : " No, no ! That will not do ! " 

"Why? Are we not one in soul, in love, in 
vows? Oh, Anne — you are mine. What more 
can marriage mean? " 

" A forced divorce — pronounced by myself un- 
der compulsion, and perhaps the Tower for you, 
Percy ! And maybe the matter would shape itself 
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so that the Tower would be for me, too/' bis emi- 
nence replied, ominously. 

^^ The king treat you as common ! He dare not. 
All England, Europe, his Holiness, would cry out 
in wrath against him ! " Percy said, horrified. 

" Which might hurry me still faster to the 
headsman's block. No, we must arrange the mat- 
ter differently. I think, Mistress Boleyn, that 
you are sensible, and would not be averse to a 
separation for a time? " said the cardinal, looking 
inquiringly at her. 

Anne was deeply offended at his suggestion, 
though she tried not to show it, but she firmly 
said : " Does your eminence imply that I am in- 
sincere, or that you would have me but a mere 
puppet to be played with by the king? *' and her 
eyes snapped with scorn as she asked this, and 
then she added : ^^ You know that the king is a 
licentious debauchee, and you recommend that I 
be left for him to persecute? I loathe your 
master, and only wish that I were again in 
France ! " And she turned from his gaze and 
angrily stamped her little foot. 

The Cardinal was non-plussed at her anger and 
admired it, as he replied to the offended beauty: 
" Scorn and hate the king ! It will prove your 
safety, Mistress Boleyn ! *' He would have said 
more, but Cavendish announced, ^^ The king," and 
his eminence exclaimed : ^^ Heavenly Jesu ! He 
must not find you here ! " and moving swiftly to a 
large panel picture, he touched one of the gilded 
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ornaments in Its massive frame^ when it swung in- 
wards, and revealed the cardinal's secret way to 
the chapel ; and the two had but just time to enter 
and pass from sight, when the king walked in to 
find Wolsey striding up and down his room in deep 
meditation. 

" I expect your eminence is ready with your 
plans in my matter," he glumly growled. 

" I was deeply thinking, Sire. Are you still set 
on a course which might precipitate a quarrel with 
Europe — embarrass the Holy Father, and per- 
haps divide England? " and Wolsey bowed as he 
faced the king. 

"Was that the subject of your medita« 
tions ? " 

" Yes, Sire," he replied, drawing on his con- 
science a little bit. 

" Then be damn'd to all of it. Meditate how 
to release me. I don't care a rap for all the ob- 
stacles you mention ! " and he seated himself as he 
continued : 

" Thinking is not enough. If you have not 
done anything, say so; and I will cast around 
and find those who will ! " 

" Sire, your request has been forwarded to the 
Holy Father. I have talked with Charles' am- 
bassador, and forwarded dispatches direct to the 
emperor, which will take time to hear from," he 
replied, with a ray of gladness, for time might 
aid him in this matter so perilous to himself. 

The king in fairness had to accept the position, 
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for he knew the skill of his minister, so be growled : 

Hare you seen Katberine abont it? " 

No, Sire. Do you tbink it best to do so? I 
tbougfat not, boping to get tbe emperor's and 
Clement's opinion before she found it out." 

^ Perbaps tbat is well. But tbere is anotber 
matter. Tell your young ward to let Mistress 
Boleyn alone, at bis peril, or I sball teacb bim a 
lesson," and tbe king looked crueL 

Tbe cardinal noticed it, and tbe passion of tbe 
king wben speaking of Anne. But be was not 
going to acknowledge anything extraordinary 
about tbe young people, so he replied as ordina- 
rily as he could : ^ TTiey seem attentive to each 
other. Sire; but Percy is betrothed." 

^ See tbat you remind him of it. He is some- 
thing of an upstart like all the rest of the North- 
umberlands, and be may rest assured that I shall 
watch him closely." 

" I regret it if he has offended you, Sire. He 
is a clever and very useful young noble and does 
me good service, and I find him the soul of loy- 
alty ; " thus the cardinal tried to divert the royal 
mind from his favorite. 

** Have you a weakness, Wolsey? I thought 
your heart was steel — and your soul liquid am- 
bition. You are clever, and for years I have 
watched you. Young Percy is watching, too, and 
is learning lessons. See to it that you are not 
rearing a traitor," the king said ominously. 

The cardinal could see in the cold, cynical king 
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the very epitome of egoism; and a sense of dis- 
appointment entered his soul when he thought 
how much of this he had unwittingly trained into 
him. Life's bitternesses come to us as we face 
the unexpected, and Wolsey could see per- 
sonified in the king what scheming ambition and 
national duplicity had done for the man he had 
trained. 

Chafing to be free from holy marriage ties, this 
lewd creature found them fetters, and they became 
more so as his heart was fired at the sight of a 
beautiful face. His natural, religious training 
called him to honor, while cultivated depravity 
within him sought excuses to allow him, under the 
disguise of an assumed respectability, to dishonor 
his kingship, wife, and country, and by a divorced 
liberty, to enter deeper into sin and iniquity, and 
travel faster from virtue to vice. The plausible 
farce of a divorce was made to the king a raging, 
burning need, as the beauteous vision of an inno- 
cent maid seductively drew him on. Such 
thoughts, such evil desires, and, as he thought, 
thwarted by a rival, bred antagonism ; followed up 
by scheming hatred, it might end in murder. 

It was with such thoughts as these that Wolsey 
counseled with his king, and it remained to be 
seen what would follow. The tyrant was uncom- 
fortable in the presence of the man who knew him 
like a book, and who was spending tens of thou- 
sands of pounds to give him pleasure. But the 
thought of the price, if considered, only blistered 
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his covetousness for more; and so he arose, and 
with a frown walked to the door — with face set, 
lips compressed, and eyes misinterpreting every- 
thing to his cankered brain; and without any 
further word, he strode from the room. 

In the ante-chamber Suffolk waited. The king, 
with but a slight motion of a finger, drew the alert 
duke to his side. 

" You look gloomy. Sire ; has the cardinal 
wearied you? " he asked, hoping to hear the latest 
between the two. 

But the king was in no mood for imparting 
what had occurred — it would bore him to do so. 
So he answered : " We must trap young North- 
umberland." 

" Nothing would please me better. Sire," the 
duke immediately replied. 

" He is a willful, disobedient upstart. He is 
cunning and squirms out of trouble, but so damn'd 
gallant that all the butterfly women flit around 
him. He is a lordly young cock whose comb I 
must clip, for I detest him ! " he whispered angrily 
as they passed through the throng. The king 
barely noticed any, for he was too busy with his 
thoughts as he passed to his private room. 

" Would the Tower be a good place for him, 
Sire? His loverings would cool somewhat behind 
steel bars," Suffolk contemptuously suggested. 

" I should offend the cardinal if I did that with- 
out some good excuse." 

" You are quite considerate. Sire," and the duke 
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said this with a slight sneer as he looked at the 
king. 

" I have to be sometimes — he is too useful to 
ofFend needlessly. But, hang the cardinal ! I am 
thinking of Mistress Boleyn! I would win my 
way to her affections, and beginning with the 
Tower for her lover, would be clumsy enough to 
drive her from me farther." 

The duke understood, so he replied : " Percy 
is betrothed to Lady Talbot. Did I hear you 
aright. Sire — you said * her lover '? *' 

" She loves him, the little minx — have you not 
seen it.'' I want to find out if that locket and 
chain, that he taunted me with, is a betrothal 
gift between them? If it is — by the mighty God ! 
I have such a revenge in my mind for the damn'd 
upstart that will last him his life ! '' and the king's 
eyes blazed. 

" I hate him. Sire ! " and the duke listened to 
what the king might tell him. 

" I will not tell anyone — not even you ! But 
when you know it, you will say Henry Tudor 
knows what to do with those who cross his path ! " 

" May I not aid you. Sire? " 

" Yes. But I must know if they are troth- 
plighted. You failed to bring me that locket and 
chain," the king said, annoyed. 

" I brought you his message, Sire. I can take 
the bauble from him, if I have to employ lackeys 
and strip him to his hide." 

" That would offend my little beauty, and I 
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must win her. Love and women are touchy mat- 
ters. Dainty Anne is a winsome witch, with * la, 
la ! ' ways that are charmingly cunning. She has 
a thinking head and a brave little heart that would 
face the devil and defy him, if she were thwarted," 
the king said admiringly of her. 

"Will Somers can match them. He would en- 
ter hell almost to get even with Percy over that 
adventure of his in the lists. He is the butt of the 
palace. To say * Percy ' to him is equal to wav- 
ing a red flag at a mad bull, ha, ha ! " and Suffolk 
laughed heartily. 

" Good ! Why did I not thmk of it before ! 
Find Will and bring him to me, and we will trap 
the damn'd young cockerel ! *' and an evil smile of 
triumph lighted up the king's face. 



CHAPTER XIV 
THE GRAND MASQUE 

The throstle piped his last notes to the fading 
twilight, and the nightingale took up his song, 
as if conscious of his power, and was doing hom- 
age for this gift of nature, when the revelers 
gathered for the grand masque. 

Along the path edge of the shrubbery glow- 
worms crept with tiny lamps of brightness; and 
the moon, gaining her ascendency over the dark- 
ened earth, flung her silvery mantle over 
shadowy nature, bathing it with her gentle light. 
Out upon the lake a great palatial structure had 
been erected for the sylvan home of the goddess 
Diana. Ropes of evergreen, with myriad tiny 
lamps strung along them, were looped from point 
to point, and their intersections secured with 
flower baskets which trailed their floral loveliness. 
Two great fountains, banked with moss and flow- 
ers, spouted their misty beauty which was trans- 
formed to iridescence by the many colored lamps. 

A forest bank had been erected and massed with 
flowers, shrubbery, ferns and exotics. In the cen- 
ter of it was a throne of gold-work with trailing 
flowers about it. It was double, for it awaited 
the twins, the goddess of the chase with her brother, 

the glorious AjwUo. 
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Four golden steps led up to it with flowers trail- 
ing over them, and moying about the throne might 
be seen gentle does with fawn led by Grecian maid- 
ens, whose heads and snowy bosoms were garlanded 
with flowers. 

Bows and arrows, hunting spears, heads of boar 
and antlered deer, with skins of bear, otter and 
wolf, and other wild animals, lay everywhere ; and, 
as the living animals moved about in this gorgeous 
retreat, it perfected the nature home of the sylvan 
divinity. 

Out in the lake rose the majestic marble of 
Diana's pedestal, whose dazzling whiteness was 
enhanced by innumerable lamps whose luster 
flooded the night, a spectacle of surpassing love- 
liness. 

The royal revelers left the palace as night fell, 
the king dressed in white velvet, his trunks puffed 
with white silk brocade; and Suffolk accompanied 
him as his double. The queen had adopted the 
habit of a royal Spanish lady, and his eminence 
accompanied her dressed as an abbot of olden time. 

As they neared the abode of the goddess, the 
farther lake-side was suddenly illuminated with 
red, revealing Diana in her pavilion with her at- 
tendant maidens. She was dressed in snowy white, 
with a mantle of silver, caught on the shoulder 
with a jeweled clasp. Upon her arms were jew- 
eled circlets, and silver serpents entwined her 
wrists. Her hair was knotted and confined by 
two silver bands, while upon her head sat a starry 
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crown whose diamonds sparkled as she moved. 
A bow slung gracefully over one shoulder, with a 
quiver of silver arrows, completed her costume. 
Dogs gamboled at her side licking her hand and, 
as she moved among her maidens — arrayed like 
herself, but in green, and leading fawn in ribbon 
leashes — she was verily the goddess of the chase. 
In another pavilion was seen a glorious figure 
in golden glory clad, with raiment shimmering in 
the light as each step he took, his golden mantle 
caught at the shoulder with a jewel. He was 
Apollo; for in his hand he held a lyre as god of 
music, and a disk as god of the streaming suns<hine. 
Twelve companions accompanied him, habited in 
white, and they embarked in a golden barge, drawn 
by snowy swans, and proceeded to meet Diana to 
escort her to the throne. To the rhythmic time 
of the oars they chanted : 
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Greetings, twin sister, with joy and with song, 
Moon goddess Diana our homage we pay. 
With your maidens embark, and let us away 
To yon silver woodlands' arboreal home." 



As the barge grounded, Apollo leaped from the 
prow, and, remembering his right of kinship, he 
kissed Diana as he said : " My divinity, I salute 
you." 

" How beautiful you are. You are a very god 
indeed," she said raptuously, as she gazed at him 
fondly. 
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** Then what shall I say of yoa? ** he asked. 
Say that you love me," she whispered. 
Can you not see it? I do — you are adora- 
ble ! " and he lingered, looking at her. 

** We must go. We have our part to play, and 
I hate it ! " she said. 

** I would rather tarry here with you ! " 
** But that would spoil his eminence's revels. 
We must do our part.'* 

** Even so ! " and leading her by the hand they 
embarked, taking their places at the prow of the 
vessel, while the men chanted: 

" With perpetual youth endowed. 
Goddess of Arcadia land. 
In her train her maidens come 
With Apollo's glorious band. 
Moonlight^ starlight, shine your best. 
Glow-worm lamps be kindled bright; 

Creatmres pay your homage here ' 

To tbe goddess of the night. 
Spotless Artemis^ 
Goddess Diana." 

Then her maidens responded with charming, 
rippling voices that sounded sweetly on the sil- 
very water: 
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Royal Apollo, kin to our goddess. 
Lighting the world with smi's brightest rays. 
Flora and fauna to life thou bringest. 
Turning the shadows of night into day. 
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With hearty and deep adoration we praise thee 
Beneficent twins, with characters snblime. 
All hail ! all hail ! Diana onr goddess ! 
All hail! all hail! Apollo divine! 

Repeller of ills. 

Glorious Apollo ! " 

They descended from their barge when it ar- 
rived at their palace, and with the hounds gambol- 
ing before them, then entered their sylvan retreat 
just before the royal cavalcade arrived. 

With a distaste for the part they were playing, 
yet obliged to do it or spoil his eminence's enter- 
tainment, Percy led Diana forward, who inclined 
slightly to their majesties as she said: "Wel- 
come, most mighty ones, to our sylvan home. We 
of the gods greet you, and that you may be enter- 
tained in your realm, we will summon our sub- 
jects and place them at your service." 

" How do you know that I am the king? " 
Henry asked, addressing Diana. 

"Why ask those who read the soul? '' she re- 
plied. 

" Then my thoughts must please you," he 
responded. 

Leading them to her sylyan throne, she placed 
a hunting horn to her lips and blew a blast, when 
out from wooded recesses swarmed deer, wolves, 
bear, foxes, elves and fairy folk — a great crowd 
of them who surrounded the goddess when she said 
to them: "My loving subjects, their majesties 
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of this earthly realm, with their court, are here to 
revel with you. I charge you to entertain them 
right royally. Now, with me, give them a hearty 
welcome." 

Mysterious music was heard which stole upon 
them wondrously, growing louder and louder, until 
a great chant arose: 



" King and qneen we bid you 
Grace our woodland shrine. 
Shine on them Diana 
With silvery beams divine. 
Welcome to oor revels 
In woodland shade^ and fell. 
By waterfall, in starlight. 
In dewy copse and delL 

Come, come! 

We greet yon. 
" Well make the welkin echo 
With mirth of joyoos kind. 
And show yon mocmlight wonders 
Fairies can <mly find. 

The food which keeps them fair and youngs 
The dew that makes them wise. 
The secret of eternal youth. 
And love which never dies. 

Come, come! 

We greet yon." 

As the mysterious music died away, the subjects 
of Diana seemed to melt away with it, for they 
vanished, while all around and far and near the 
musical, edioing chant was dimly heard: 
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" Come^ come ! 
We greet you." 

Their majesties' pleasure was unbounded at this 
novel scene^ weird and fantastic, yet charming 
with its witchery. Turning to Diana to tell her 
so, the king was surprised to find her gone; yet 
from far and near stole upon them the soft seduc- 
tive music with its invitation : 



Come^ come! 
We greet you.* 



" Why, Wolsey — what have we here — witch- 
ery ? '* the king pleasantly asked. " Where is the 
goddess — where have they vanished ? " and he 
looked around in amazement. 

As if to mock him with a reply, there still came 
a faint 

" Come^ come ! 
We greet you." 

" That is my answer — it is an invitation ! Let 
us explore, for I would see more of the lovely god- 
dess ! " he exclaimed to Suffolk. 

" They have completely vanished. Sire. His 
eminence has magic at work here," the duke laugh- 
ingly replied. 

" Your eyes should have been a little sharper, 
uncle. You lack the sense of a hobgoblin, for I 
saw them vanish," and the king of the elves looked 
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knowingly at them, as he sat winking and blink- 
ing cross-legged on a log. 

" That is my fool ! Come here, Will, and show 
me where to find her ! " the king called. 

" I'm no * Will/ but the king of the elves, and 
a match for any goddess," the manikin replied. 

" Then, your elf majesty, show us the way she 
went and transport us to her," the king said, 
laughing. 

" Then I must first know your errand with her, 
for I don't deliver up innocent maidens to tyrants 
and monsters and such like," the little devil said, 
as he sat with a screwed up face and a winking 
eye. 

" * Mtist ' to me, you little devil ! If you don't 
do as I bid you I shall beat you ! " the king quickly 
said, becoming annoyed. 

" Beat the king of the elves ! You are dis- 
traught! Catch will-o'-the-wisp easier. I would 
lead you into bogs and fens, where you'd sink in 
slime and ooze, and adders and toads would fatten 
on you." 

" Enough, Will ! See here — I have you ! " and 
the king ran and made a sudden grab at him, but 
Will was too quick and was away, dodging in and 
out among the shrubbery; then reappearing and 
dancing tantalizingly in front of his royal master, 
when he stopped for breath. 

" Let me get hold of you — you little devil's 
imp ! " he gasped. 

" That wouldn't do ! Too fat in the paunch. 
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uncle. Your bellows roar like a smithy! Less 
canary and ale at the table — take my advice ! '* 
the nimble imp said, rubbing his stomach, and still 
further aggravating the ruffled king. 

" Have done, fool ! Tell me where to find her 
and I will give you these," and the king held forth 
two golden coins to bribe the dwarf. 

" Toss them over, uncle — your hands are over- 
grown — you have not learned to control them ! " 
the elf calmly replied, for he was not going to get 
into the royal clutches. 

The king tossed the coins to the dwarf, who 
caught them deftly, then he very calmly said: 
" I don't know where she is now — she went this 
way a while ago," pointing to a narrow path at 
the back of the dual throne and leading to the 
open. The king was really mad, as he yelled: 
" You little devil's slip, mouthing to us here ! 
Find where she is or I will have you caught and 
beaten to a jelly ! " 

" That was real diplomacy — worth two golden 
nobles ! " the imp said as he tossed them into the 
air and caught them again. " A fool- jelly — a 
jelly- fool! If he beats me and eats me, I'll sour 
his stomach worse than Queen Kate does! But 
Percy and his sugar-plum! I hate the upstart 
owner of that fool horse ! and I'll find them, for I 
owe the young cock something, and uncle's getting 
into the mood to pay it ! " and the imp set forth 
on mischief bent. 

Percy and Anne, on slipping away, changed 
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their costumes and adopted masks. Anne donned 
a filmy black overdress^ with crossed bands of vel- 
vet over the bosom, and Percy put on the flowing 
robes of a Roman senator, and they were weH dis- 
guised. 

They strolled almost to the confines of the rev- 
elry where dancing was in progress, and with a 
sense of security they abandoned themselves to 
the pleasures of the night. To Anne's delight 
the musicians played the same tune for the figure 
dance that she executed before the cardinal; and 
she could not help remarking: ^^ How delightful, 
Percy, I am in the mood and should love to dance, 
for no one will suspect us here." 

" Then do so and I will watch you/' and he led 
her to the center, where the dancers gave her room, 
while they watched her matchless evolutions. Like 
a summer bird she poised, postured, pirouetted, 
leaped to position on tip-toe, her little feet nimbly 
flying as they responded to her will. 

All at once, at his elbow, Percy was conscious 
of the majestic figure of a cardinal, masked. 
When Anne finished her dance the cardinal apr 
plauded heartily, then boldly asked her: ^^Let 
me bespeak a dance with you, fair lady." 

Anne started as she recognized the voice, but 
she was not going to let him know that she had 
done so, and she replied : ^* La, la ! novel to be 
dancing with a prince of the church. Who ever 
heard the like? " 

" Maybe so, lady. The fathers of the church 
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have not always frowned on the dance, or 
considered it an ungodly practice," and she 
haltingly yielded to him, thinking it best to do 
so. 

As he led her to the floor, he asked her : " Lovely 
goddess, why veil your charms ? ** 

^^ Naughty priest ! to disillusionize those who 
otherwise might become moonstruck." 

" Your magic spell enchants us," he said pas- 
sionately. 

" Then I pray you leave me, or your madness 
might become deep seated." 

" Nay ! I am moved to madness when you 
avoid me ! " he responded ardently. 

" Do I forget, or am I talking to a priest — but 
there, your dress reminds me." 

" Priests confess — and don't you see that is 
what I am doing? " 

" A cardinal confess to a goddess! who ever 
heard of the like? La, la ! that is strange — rank 
heresy, sir priest ! " 

" Our Blessed Mother has happily set us the 
example. I would rather confess to a woman ! " 
and as the dance was ended he escorted her from 
the pavilion, and walked with her, detaining her 
arm. 

Percy's rage might have been seen in his stolid 
face, as Wyatt joined him, but he could not calm 
him, and the two followed the king and Anne; 
Wyatt doing his best to hold Percy to reason. 
But it was no use — he pressed on after them until 
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the king stopped, and Percy went boldly forward 
and placed himself at Anne^s side. 

" What want you dogging our footsteps ? *' the 
king asked, his eyes fairly blazing. 

" I am this lady's escort, sir cardinal," he an- 
swered, white with rage, yet answering him with 
some sanity according to his kingly disguise. 

" You are dismissed I " the king replied, curtly ; 
and turned his back upon him. 

" When the lady says so ! I await her dismis- 
sal ! " and Percy walked beside Anne as they were 
moving on, Anne casting such a tender yet hapless 
look at him in dread and fear as to the conse- 
quences. 

." Do you dare — to me? What right have you 
in this lady's regard that you track her like a 
hound?" the king insultingly asked. 

" The right of betrothment. Sire ! You are es- 
corting my affianced wife ! and I am no hound, but 
a noble of your northern marshes, as brave as any 
who ever fought for a worthy king ! " Percy re- 
torted, with his hand on his sword. 

" You insolent cardinal's puppet ! who dare be- 
troth you to this maid without my sanction, for 
she is my ward ! " the king fairly roared. 

" We betrothed ourselves ! Our love is as sa- 
cred as God in heaven, and no man can break it — 
no, not even you ! " Percy answered bravely and 
defiantly. 

" So, so ! " the king commented cruelly, now un- 
derstanding fully their relationship, and half be- 
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Heving the cardinal had a hand in the matter — 
yet not sure about it. 

" You are betrothed to Lady Mary Talbot, and 
pledged to wed her ! and you are a foresworn vil- 
lain cajoling this maid with your lies!" and the 
king looked cruel as he informed Anne by thus 
rebuking him ; and many pressed around them, and 
Suffolk came running up. 

" Villain ! Liar ! I take it from no man on earth 
— I hurl it back at you ! " and drawing his sword, 
Percy madly made a pass at the king, who in- 
stantly sprang back and guarded none too soon. 

From behind, Suffolk flung himself on Percy's 
sword arm and bore it down, and Wyatt disarmed 
him, and the two hurried him away, Wyatt dread- 
ing the consequences to his more than brother; 
while Anne flung herself at the king's feet. 

Dropping his cardinal's dress, Henry stood be- 
fore them all with that cruel look upon his face 
which was seen there so frequently of late, as Anne 
pleaded : " Oh, sire — I beg you forgive him his 
offense ! none can help their love ! make not a pub- 
lic scandal to my shame ! " 

"Well plead, pretty one! You look better a 
goddess — and I cannot deny you ! " and he looked 
down at her and released her overdress, when she 
stood before them all, the lovely Diana. 

As the king walked away with her, he asked: 
" Why will you avoid me? " 

" Because you are the queen^s husband — Oh, 
Sire, you know it is so ! " 
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" Is that all the reason? " and he looked at her 
passionately. 

" No, Sire — but that should be sufficient — 
you know it should ! " 

" But that is not quite true what you have said, 
dear Anne. I really am not the queen's husband, 
for the most learned in the realm say so. I was 
but a boy, and Katherine was my brother Arthur's 
wife, and our marriage therefore was unlawful." 

" Tell me not of that — Oh, Sire, after all these 
years wedded to our beloved queen ! " Anne said, 
horrified. 

^^ Don't look at me as if I am guilty, for a sin 
committed and continued does not mend it. I 
must part from the sin — you can see that I 
must ! " he said speciously. 

" But it does not concern me. Sire ! I do not 
want to hear it ! " she begged. 

" But you are selfish, for I need some comfort, 
and come to you — I am to be divorced ! " 

" But why tell me. Sire t Let us return to the 
revels ! " she pleaded, for he was leading her away 
farther from the great gathering and into seclu- 



sion. 



So soon return? Many would be pleased at 
Henry Tudor honoring them ! " and he passion- 
ately looked at her. 

" I am not — and will return ! " she fiercely 
cried, and broke and ran from him. 

He was almost instantly beside her, pleading: 
" Don't shrink from me, darling ! I long for your 
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confidence — I have chosen you before all others — 
for I love you! My life shall be begun all over 
agam — and with you ! I loved you the first time 
I saw you ! '^ and despite her struggles he kissed 
her. 

Her rage was excessive! Ashamed, alarmed, 
she burst on him with reproaches : " You coward, 
how dare you ! You force my protector from me 
— then insult me ! " and she ran with all her 
might, till nearly exhausted she sank into the arms 
of her Uncle Norfolk, when she gasped : " Uncle ! 
you must take me to the palace ! " 



CHAPTER XV 
THE CARDINAL'S GIFT 

After the events of the previous evening Wolsey 
was in dire distress, for he knew his enemies would 
make capital out of his favorite's folly, as the carT 
dinal considered it; so he detained Percy all day 
in his work-room, much to the young lord's dis- 
approval, for he was hungry to see Anne. But 
Wolsey 's object was to keep his boy from the sight 
of the royal Henry. He was not going to have 
his adopted-son's life wrecked if he could help it. 
He had not said much to Percy about the matter, 
for his heart truly was with him; but he did not 
wish to admit it for fear Percy would commit some 
further indiscretion with the thought that he had 
his approval. 

The king was to leave Hampton Court the next 
day, and the cardinal was thankful; and in the 
evening hour, with a sigh of weariness, he said to 
Percy : " You assist me to robe, for I would talk 
with you." 

When they were alone, he said : " I am in deep 

perplexity to know how to help you. Suffolk and 

the king set that trap for you last night. Be sure 

and be extra cautious and keep out of the king's 

way." 

139 
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" But Anne ; she will be right in the trap ! She 
leaves with their majesties! " 

" I know. But she is very much in love with 
you, and therein lies her safety. The king is un- 
scrupulous, and I would that you and Anne were 
well away from him." Thus he put a new thought 
into his favorite's head. 

" We can fly to the Low Countries where 
Henry's anger cannot reach us," he quickly re- 
plied, catching at the new thought. 

" And leave me? No — that would never do ! " 
for he could not think of giving up his boy. He 
wished Anne were in the Low Countries, or any- 
where away from Percy, for that matter, since 
she seemed to be the factor that was so cruelly 
disturbing his life. 

With this new thought burning in his brain, a 
thought with great hope in it for their happiness, 
Percy scribbled a note to Anne to meet him later 
in the chapel ; and he wrapped the key of the pri- 
vate door in it, and entrusted it to Wyatt to give 
to her; for his eminence had forbidden his pres- 
ence at the grand farewell banquet which he wa^ 
giving that night. 

Later, the cardinal headed the royal procession 
with the king on his right and her majesty on his 
left, and a great train following. Everything was 
arranged in so elaborate a manner — the dra- 
peries, table service, decorations, costly carpets (a 
rarity in prosaic England) — that his majesty 
remarked enviously : " Are we forgetting our- 
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selves — or dreaming? This has the flavor of 
Rome about it and it makes our poor palace look 
dingy," alluding to his Holiness' residence, and 
his own. 

The cardinal winced as he heard Suffolk re- 
tort : " Methinks his Holiness would be glad to 
change places with his eminence just now, for I 
doubt if his quarters are as comfortable." 

" What you see, Sire, are gifts from a life's 
service of devotion to yourself. They are tokens 
from abroad in acknowledgment of services ren- 
dered by me in my life's ambition to exalt your 
highness," the cardinal replied directly to the king, 
ignoring the rest. 

" His eminence well preserves what he receives, 
and spreads them under the feet of your majesty. 
It is a great privilege to be a cardinal," Suffolk 
sarcastically said. 

" And a worse to be a discontented noble ! " 
Wolsey flung back at the duke, for his pride would 
not let him pass a personal rebuke from Suffolk, 
though he was the king's brother-in-law, whose 
life the cardinal had once saved from the heads- 
man's block. 

But Sir Reginald with great pomp seated them ; 
and the king, looking around, beckoned Norfolk 
and whispered : " That place opposite me Wol- 
sey has left for your niece. Invite her to fill it in 
my name." He said " invite," which the duke no- 
ticed, and he knew it meant command. 

From the lower table Anne had to come, before 
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them all, much to her anger and confusion while 
she had to bow and curtsey ; and there was a flash 
of anger in her eyes at this method of the king's 
persecution which he deemed an honor. But it 
had to be, and she was seated directly opposite 
the king in full view of all who scanned her with 
envy; and she felt the queen's glance pass to her. 

" You have been hiding yourself to-day. I did 
not see you with the queen's damsels as I passed 
through," the king remarked aloud to her. 

" You are overconcemed in one so lowly. Sire. 
I have a cold and her majesty excused me," she 
boldly replied with a little snubbing accent in her 
voice, which the queen could detect, and looked 
pleased at; and then Anne spoke directly to M. 
du Belay, the French ambassador, who was next 
to her, ignoring the king's further notice, to 
the amusement of some and the astonishment of 
others. 

Henry acted vexed, but vented it in another 
direction; for, catching his fool purloining a 
choice morsel from his plate, a privilege he al- 
lowed the dwarf to sometimes exercise, he caught 
him a cuff on the ear which nearly knocked him 
over, to the unspeakable amusement of the car- 
dinal's fool, who saw him do it, and who com- 
menced to laugh and crow in derision. This im- 
mediately set the two manikins to quarreling and 
bragging. 

" Your master never honored you with such no- 
tice! You see I can draw his immediate atten- 
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tion ! " Will Somers boastfully remarked, trying 
to cover his confusion. 

" Oh, good Lord ! that's nothing ! mine can pour 
gold down the throats of his guests, enough to 
choke them ! '* Sir Witty-pate retorted, as some 
beautiful, yellow canary was being passed. 

" But mine can sing a better tune ! " and Will 
rang a gold coin on the table, on which was 
stamped the king's head. 

" Oh, poof ! such trash is kept in hogsheads in 
our cellars ! " Sir Witty-pate truthfully boasted, 
alluding to the wine and also to his eminence's 
treasure. Wolsey winced as he noticed the nobles 
glance at each other, and Suffolk laughingly re- 
marked : " By gad. Sire, you will know where to 
apply when you wish to negotiate another loan." 

Norfolk quickly added to Suffolk's remark: 
" And it might save considerable bloodshed," for 
he had shed much in quelling the rebellion that 
broke out when he endeavored to collect the king's 
last tax on the people. 

But the king was silent, apparently taking no 
notice other than looking sullenly before him, and 
for a wonder, not eating much; though the cardi- 
nal's cooks had catered to the royal palate. But 
he was angry at Anne's snub. To save the situa- 
tion, and to try and divert the kingly mind, the 
cardinal said : " The fool mistakes liquid for 
solid. I hope the canary pleases your palate. 
Sire." 

But Sir Witty-pate capped the climax by re- 
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torting on his master — for the fool would over- 
boast Will Somers : " Yes, uncle, you are right, 
but you forget thctt liquid becomes solid by cool- 
ing, and we are cooling considerable liquid down 
there." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " Suffolk laughed, but the king 
looked glum. His avarice was piqued at the 
thought of another's money, for he was very short 
of funds just then, so he only growled: "Poor 
myself — and fatten others I " 

" His eminence is generous ! I should be willing 
to loan to you. Sire, but golden nobles are rarities 
with princesses of the blood as well as with our 
king," Suffolk, the artful rogue, said, sheltering 
himself from a rebuke from Wolsey behind his 
wife's petticoats, for he knew his eminence dared 
not retort on the king's sister, 

Wolsey was baited beyond endurance, for he 
could see where they had led him and had him cor- 
nered. But he was not without resource and de- 
cided that the king would eventually have his 
treasure, since he knew of it. He was rich enough 
with his splendid palaces of York Place, Esher, 
and others. So he decided on a grand coup to 
silence them all, and resolved to shame them by 
a splendid generosity and regain the favor of his 
covetous master. 

Turning to Sir Reginald, he said : " Hand me 
your keys. Sir Reginald." And his aged comp- 
troller did so. 

" Now let all goblets be filled," he commanded. 
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and rising with his own, he lifted it and pledged — 
all standing with goblets raised, with the exception 
of their majesties: "Pledge with me! To our 
noble king and beloved queen! May long life be 
theirs, and happiness, peace and prosperity, with 
the loyal hearts of all their subjects ! and may the 
heavenly Jesu ever bless them ! " 

At the benediction Wolsey lifted his hat and 
raised his hand, giving the holy sign of the cross 
towards their majesties. The king hastily arose 
and the queen devoutly dropped to her knees at the 
benediction, and then they resumed their seats. 

Passing to the king with the keys in his hand, 
Wolsey proudly looked round the room on them 
all, then dropping on his knees at the king's feet, 
he said : " Sire, since you deign to notice my un- 
worthy belongings, let it never be said of Wolsey 
that he withheld anything worthy of his king's 
notice. My life is devoted to your service, Sire, 
and Hampton Court, with all it contains, is yours. 
And not one of your nobles here is worthy of your 
regard who cannot imitate me in my deep devo- 
tion ! " and he scornfully swept the assembled 
throng with his looks, as they stood thunderstruck 
at his generosity. 

" Wolsey, you are generous ! Do you mean 
it? " the king said in astonishment. 

"Yes — with all my heart. Sire! This place 
is the work of my hands and the creation of my 
genius which I have chosen as a place of rest where 
I could recuperate and better serve you. Believe 
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me, the gift is nothing to the devotion I bear 
towards you/* his eminence said with feeling. 

" I am moved at your devotion — it is too gen- 
erous ! you will retain — ! *' 

. " Nothing, Sire, but my attendants ! '* his em- 
inence said quickly to stay his majesty's thanks. 

The astonishment and delight of the king was 
extreme, and the nobles could see it. It hurt them 
badly, for they did not know whether the king 
would expect them to follow his eminence's exam- 
ple ; and they watched him, as, leaning on the arm 
of Wolsey, he walked with him familiarly into the 
withdrawing room, while they stood and conversed 
together over this master coup of his eminence. 

Presently, however, the king caught sight of 
Anne» who was endeavoring to read Percy's note 
shielded behind the royal Katherine; for she 
thought that he dare not persecute her there. 

But she reckoned wrongly, for he boldly joined 
her and said to her confusion: "Do you know 
that you treated me almost rudely awhile since? " 

She really had, and could only say : " Sire, I 
meant it not. I beg your pardon ! " and she made 
him a sweeping curtsey. 

" You are reading a note — I am inquisitive," 
and he looked and said it as if he were asking to 
know its contents, which she was certainly not go- 
ing to let him. 

" It is private. Sire ! " she exclaimed, with a lit- 
tle angry flash of her eyes. 

Turning to the queen, he said : " Kate, loan 
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me Mistress Boleyn for a little while. I like her 
wit." 

" You are excused, to entertain his majesty." 
The queen said it with a little inflective tone which 
hurt Anne, and she replied : " I would prefer 
staying with your majesty." 

With a more gracious look the queen replied: 
" You are excused," and Anne perforce had to ac- 
company the king. 

Strolling with her to the fireplace, the courtiers 
making way for them as they came, Henry re- 
marked : " I have this for you, and command you 
to wear it," and he snapped a beautiful diamond 
bracelet upon her wrist. 

Astonishment, not unmixed with a tinge of pleas- 
ure, seized her, for what woman does not like a 
beautiful jewel? But remembering the last even- 
ing, she gasped : " Sire, I want it not ! 
Why—!" 

" I command you to wear it — it is my punish- 
ment for last evening ! " he said passionately. 

" What will the queen think when she asks me 
about it.?^ " she asked. 

" Say that a dear friend gave it to you — or, 
cannot you tell a little lie for me? Are you too 
prudish?" he boldly challenged. 

" Sire, I am as yet unused to the ways of the 
king of England ! " she answered with some dig- 
nity, when he laughed at her and said: "I 
thought Francis had trained you better ! " 

Seeing the two together, Wolsey moved near 
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them, and Henry signed to him to ask him a ques- 
tion, when Anne said : " Excuse me, Sire ! " She 
said it softly, then slipped away. He saw but a 
faint glint of her dress as she was vanishing. 
Calling to his fool, he whispered : " Follow Mis- 
tress Boleyn from the room, and tell me where she 
goes," and the dwarf immediately darted after 
her. 

Tripping through the banqueting hall and down 
the grand stairs, Anne made her way to the chapel, 
much to the astonishment of Will Somers' sneak- 
ing curiosity. As she entered the private door 
with the cardinal's key, he muttered : " Queer for 
you, mistress, to need confessing at this late hour ! 
Oh, Lord — I know ! I will go for a confessor ! 
The king shall shrive you, my beauty — and per- 
haps shave the other fellow ! " and the little devil 
cast his eyes to the ceiling as piously as could be, 
then doubled up with laughter as he darted away 
to tell the king. 

Meanwhile Percy drew Anne to his heart, and 
they sat down in the cardinal's pew when he no- 
ticed the bracelet upon her wrist. ** How hand- 
some. Who gave it to you ? " 

" The king — a little while since. He com- 
manded me to wear it, but I will not," and tearing 
it off, she cast it on the seat. 

" I love to see you do that. There is but one 
thing left for us to do. We must fly from Eng- 
land together, for only then can we be happy and 
away from the king's persecution," he said. 
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"Fly! Where — what do you mean?'* she 
asked. 

" As man and wife, dear. We will get married 
and travel to the Low Countries, and there wait 
for this brute to die, or for someone to kill him, 
before I do ! " he cried passionately. 

" Hush! we may be heard! Man and wife? I 
never thought of that — I shall have to think 
about it! But hark! What is that, Percy? '* 
she whispered in terror as the chapel door sud- 
denly opened and torches flashed out. 

On the instant Percy gathered her into his arms, 
and carried her swiftly behind the altar, and, 
touching a spring in the paneling, it opened and 
admitted them to the ascending stairs leading to 
his eminence's room. A voice shouted : " I see 
shadows by the altar! this way, quick!" 

The king, with Suffolk and the fool, had gained 
entrance into the chapel, and thought they had 
trapped the two — but they were foiled ! It was 
empty, except for the living lamp, the sign of the 
present Host. 

" You have deceived me — but no ! I saw their 
shadows ! " the king said, turning on his fool. 

" Is there no secret way out. Sire? '* Suffolk 
asked. 

" Not that I know of ! But, Will, hurry to the 
cardinal's room and see if young Northumberland 
is there! then to her majesty's and see if Mistress 
Boleyn is there ! " and he gave Will a kick to hurry 
him along. 
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" I will be avenged, my lord crafty ! North- 
umberland hound, your account is growing ! *' the 
fool muttered as he hurried away. 

As the king explored the chapel he passed the 
cardinal's pew when his torch made the diamonds 
of Anne's bracelet glitter. Without comment he 
picked it up and dropped it into his pocket. 

Will Somers found Anne in the queen's retiring 
room, and Percy with his eminence's secretaries, 
and he had to so report to his master. 



CHAPTER XVI 
PLOTS 

Their majesties returned to Barnard Castle, 
which was by the river side near London, and 
Wolsey held his legatine court in the monastery 
of the Black Friars close by. This suited Percy, 
for he took dispatches from the cardinal to the 
king and attended his eminence when visiting his 
majesty. He frequently slipped away to Wyatt's 
apartments, where two or three of the younger 
damsels secretly came and he had converse with 
Anne. 

This had been occurring for several weeks, and 
Anne reported so much persecution on the part of 
the king that they decided to run away to the Low 
Countries. In Holland they could live and wait, 
until they could safely return, for Percy was rich. 

Will Somers had observed Percy going to 
Wyatt's room from time to time, for he was nosing 
everywhere; and once when Percy caught him 
spying around, he held him by the ear and cuffed 
him, which incensed the dwarf to bitter rage, and 
he revengefully determined to get even. 

One evening, in Wyatt's absence. Will entered 

his room and cast around to find out where he 

could hide and learn what they did there. But, 
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as the custom of the times left the furnishings of 
rooms very meager, with nothing but a clothes- 
closet, a rolled up pallet, a chest, some window 
hangings, a plain table and stool, the dwarf mut- 
tered : " The devil may take his choice here. But 
if I could only turn into a fly or a mouse, I should 
stand some chance! Perhaps I could hide in this 
chest! Btit then — suppose they would find me 
there ? " and he drew down his face and rubbed his 
ear at the thought. 

He opened the chest as he again muttered: 
" Let me see what's in it ! " 

There was not much there, for Wyatt's ward- 
robe, what there was of it that he was not wearing, 
hung in his closet. It was scant, for the king's 
pay was uncertain and was not much more than 
board and lodging, promises and honor; while 
Wyatt's revenue from his patrimony was meager. 

The dwarf picked up a bundle of scribbled-over 
tablets and managed to read : " To my lady 
love," when he commented : " Oh, the devil ! I 
would rather buss one damsel than write so much 
about it. A poet's brain is a wishy-washy thing, 
always writing about something they want, instead 
o( hustling it ! " Then he lifted out a guitar with 
only two strings, a lady's glove ribbon, a pair of 
worn pantoufles and a rag or two of other cloth- 
ing; and he muttered as he dropped them back 
with aversion : " I'd rather be a fool and wheedle 
and steal some gold from uncle's purse than be a 
pauper poet. Heavenly Jesu — what a poetic 
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wreck ! " and he gazed at the rubbish with dis- 
gust. 

Presently he hopped Into the chest like a bird, 
dropped to his knees, then placed his mouth to 
the key-hole and squirmed as he said : " I could 
exist here some little time, and especially as I can 
lift the lid easily, and the lock's broken so they 
cannot fasten me down ! fairly comfortable, too ! '* 
and he laid down, closed the lid and squirmed into 
a fairly good position. 

He was about to raise the lid and get out, when 
he heard the door open and the voices of Percy and 
Wyatt, and he lay still. 

Then he heard more voices, and recognized 
Anne's, Mary Wyatt's and Anne Saville's, for 
they had followed into the room. 

"How did you manage to get away?" Anne 
Saville asked. 

" I pleaded fatigue and the queen released me,'* 
Anne Boleyn replied. 

" I heard the king whisper to Katherine to de- 
tain you," said Mary Wyatt. 

" But I should have fainted, or tried to. The 
king insists upon that wretched dancing and he 
wearies me. He hugs me like a bear until I am 
almost sick, and all the time will talk his insipid 
loverings. Katherine looks so sad, and my heart 
bleeds for her. They all look upon me as if I were 
coaxing the king away from the queen, and they 
treat me that way, the envious pack. La, la! 
I'm ready to run away, and then perhaps they will 
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believe me, for I almost hate England ! " Anne said 
desperately. 

" The heavenly Jesu bless you ! We are nearly 
ready to go," and Percy joyously looked at her. 

" Are you — when? " the women eagerly asked, 
for all women love romance; and for these 
true friends to have a romance of their own, for 
them to be aiding Percy and Anne to defy the 
king and run away and get married, filled their 
cup to overflowing because it was so brave and 
dstring. 

" You are my best helper and counselor ; tell 
them, Thomas, all about how we have planned. 
But speak softly and watch the door for I beat 
Will Somers a day or two since for sneaking after 
me, and we must be careful," said Percy as Wyatt 
peeped out of the door. Percy drew aside the 
window curtains and opened wide the closet door. 
Then he seated himself on the chest and drew 
Anne down beside him, and pulled Mary Wyatt 
down on the other side, leaving Anne Saville to 
divide the stool between herself and Thomas. She 
boldly sat down as she said : " You may share 
with me or not as you please, Thomas." As she 
accompanied this with a tender look, Wyatt could 
not but do so, when he perforce had to pass his 
arm about her to hold her on, much to his own 
vexation but to Anne Boleyn's amusement ; for she 
knew how little Wyatt cared for Anne Saville. So 
she said in pure mischief: " Thomas, you look as 
if you were scared for fear Anne might prick you, 
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you handle her so gingerly. She will be thinking 
you want to drop her off the seat,*' and she 
laughed merrily. He looked at her so dolefully 
that she laughed more heartily : " La, la ! Thomas ! 
Percy says you have news for us, so let us have 
the latest, though he hints that it means separa- 
tion from my dearest friends.'* Anne looked lov- 
ingly around on them, for she possessed such win- 
ning ways. 

^^ In three days Captain Raimund sails from the 
Old Swan Inn stairs this side of London Bridge, 
and passage has been engaged for two gospeller 
heretics named Mr. and Mrs. Percy. As the cap- 
tain has brought over a consignment of testaments 
from the monk, Tyndal, he is wary and cautious ; 
but will aid any who are seeking the Low Coun- 
tries fleeing from persecution. No one will sus- 
pect you, for as you know it is a holiday next 
day, and you will not be missed until a day and a 
half of sailing is past ; then you will be safe from 
pursuit," Wyatt told them, for he had made the 
plans. 

" But you said * man and wife,' *' Anne said 
blushing. 

" I will tell you about that. I confessed to 
Father Abel, who dearly loves the queen and would 
do anything for her, and he has promised to aid 
us," Percy explained joyously. 

" How? " Anne asked eagerly. 

" He would marry us himself, but he might get 
into desperate trouble for so doing, thus injuring 
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the queen, who is in trouble enough. So Father 
Abel has engaged a Carthusian brother to act for 
him. He does not know us, but will do anything 
for his dear friend, Father Abel. This is Monday. 
The boat sails on Wednesday with the tide, and at 
sundown we are to be at the Old Swan Inn, where 
Father Clement will meet and marry us. We are 
so secure, and it is so well planned that no one can 
know, and then we shall be happy! And we will 
await you all and long for the meeting time when 
we shall all be together again,'* said Percy with 
radiant face as he looked at the three who were in 
their confidence. 

"But what shall I be married in?'* Anne ex- 
claimed, as the woman's sense of fitness intruded 
itself even in their perilous adventure. 

" In somber clothes, like a poor merchant's 
wife, and you must act the part," and Percy 
looked adoringly at her to see how she would 
take it. 

" But I haven't a merchant's wife's dress," she 
answered droUy as she released her hair from her 
coif and endeavored to pat it into soberness, but 
which she could not do, for it fluiTed and clung to 
her fingers in golden strands, as she gazed de- 
murely at Percy. All laughed at her, for the 
harder she tried to look serious the more radiantly 
lovely she looked, and more like a princess than a 
housewife. 

" You distract one with your loveliness, you 
dear, foolish one ! " Percy exclaimed in amusement. 
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" When we get to Holland I shall wear wooden 
sabots and clack the streets like a fishwife^" and 
she jumped from the chest, and, with her nimble 
feet, she hit heel and toe on the floor like the clack 
of wooden shoes. " See me ! Frau Percy vill now 
get der breakfast for mine shnoring Herr ! " and 
the little witch made believe she was doing it by 
tucking up the sleeves of her dress and displaying 
the pink dimples in her beautiful arms. Anne 
Saville nearly went hysterical with laughter, and 
the rest were nearly as wild. 

" Anne, Anne ! — you are so merry ! I will take 
care of you in Holland. You will there be my 
laidy, and minister to a little court of your own. 
They can wear little sabots if they choose,'* Percy 
admiringly said. 

" But what will the poor cardinal do without 
you ? I don't like him very well, for he wanted us 
to separate, and I shall never forget it, but you 
are so much to him." 

He had not time to answer her, for there 
was a call for Wyatt, which made Percy say: 
" That means me, too, for the cardinal is 
leaving his majesty and will want me," and they 
all left. 

When the room was quiet the dwarf pushed up 
the lid of the chest and peeped out. He was wet 
with perspiration and nearly suffocated, when he 
muttered : " Lordy ! How those old clothes 
smelt ! I am most damnably hot and nearly dead ! 
But, oh, you Northumberland hound, I have you 
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on the hip! You wiU wish that you liad poured 
golden nobles into my purse instead of pulling 
my ears! I have you now dead sure!" and he 
darted away and crept into the king's private 
audience room, where he found Suffolk talking 
with the king. The cardinal had passed into the 
great audience room, and they were alone. 

Springing upon a table, the dwarf sat cross- 
legged, doubled himself up with laughter, poked 
his tongue into his cheek, winked his eye, hugged 
himself, and laughed again, until Suffolk said: 
" What is the matter with you? " 

Ignoring Suffolk, he said : " Uncle, you would 
give me golden nobles to know what I know ! " 

" Just move to the door, Suffolk ! Now I think 
I can get it for less," he saicl, for he thought Will 
was trapped; but the dwarf leaped to the open 
window where he could drop out. There he 
crowed : " It is worth a hundred, and you shall 
have it for ten. Ten you shall pay for trying to 
trap me, or I will let them go. I was going to 
tell you for nothing ! " 

The king laughingly saw that he was bested, 
and asked : " Is your news worth it ? " 

" What if you knew of a plot where the car- 
dinal's pet was about to run away with your 
sugar-plum? " and the dwarf screwed his face into 
the most ugly interrogation mark. 

"What? — The devil!'' the king roared, in- 
tensely interested. 

" Count down your nobles — or not a word 
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more, and I drop from the window ! " the cunning 
dwarf exclaimed, ready to do so. 

The king saw that he had valuable information 
to impart, so he counted out the gold on the table, 
which Suffolk looked at enviously as the dwarf 
cautiously pocketed it, with one eye on the win- 
dow. Then he said : " The cardinal's cocky is 
to be married at the Old Swan Inn stairs on 
Wednesday next at sunset to Mistress Boleyn. 
They then take ship the same night and sail for 
Holland." And the dwarf related all he had 
heard. 

" That beats the devil ! That Northumberland 
is a fighter! " the king ejaculated. 

" What shall we do. Sire? '' Suffolk inquired. 

" Get Wolsey ! See if he has gone yet ! We 
will plan later ! " the king said with animation ; 
and the dwarf darted away and presently returned 
with the cardinal, for he caught him as he was en- 
tering his barge. 

" Wolsey, I forgot to ask you to dine with me 
and the Earl of Shrewsbury at Shrewsbury House, 
on Wednesday evening next. Strictly private and 
confidential. You will not fail to be there. Un- 
derstand?'* he said mysteriously. 

" Yes, Sire." 

" Good-day, Wolsey." 

" Good-day, Sire," and Wolsey went away won- 
dering at the king's mysterious meaning. 

" What does that mean? Shall we be there. 
Sire? " Suffolk asked. 
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" We shall be there. You will know more later/' 
is all the reply Suffolk got, as the king settled 
himself into gloomy thought, planning a terrible 
revenge. 



CHAPTER XVn 
THE KING'S BOLD DECLARATION 

On the afternoon of the next day the queen's 
workroom presented a busy scene as her ladies 
were engaged in tapestry work, embroidery, and 
making garments for the poor. Katherine per- 
sonally overlooked this, for the queen was as char- 
itable as she was pious. 

Anne, who was an accomplished musician, was 
seated at the harpsichord playing to the queen 
when the king entered, followed by his train, when 
she stopped. 

" Mistress Boleyn is a sweet songstress, Kate. 
Have her sing for us, for you know I like music and 
should like to hear her,*' the king said to Queen 
Katherine. Henry haid a cultivated ear and some 
skill in music, having composed several pieces. 

" Sing, Mistress Boleyn. His majesty com- 
mands you,'* the queen said with dignity. In this 
way she quietly chided him for lack of manners in 
speaking of Anne before speaking to her. Kath- 
erine was growing more jealous of her beautiful 
waiting maid who, she saw, attracted her husband. 

It was this that cut deep into Anne's soul, for 

she had learned to love the gentle Katherine and 

despise the king. 

Passing to where Anne was sitting, Henry said : 
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" You are deft with your fingering. Mistress 
Boleyn. You make the harp talk/' for he could 
well judge. Anne did not know this, but took it 
as one of his vapid compliments. Her heart had 
truly interpreted the queen's pain, and her soul 
was filled with tenderness and sadness as she 
thought of the morrow and her entrance into a new 
life in a new country. The king's mistaken atten- 
tions were driving her away as well as the great 
love which she bore Percy. 

But his majesty critically listened to her finger- 
ing as she made the harp voice her soul, and said : 
" Those are speaking tones. Have you no song to 
accompany them? " 

" Yes, Sire. I know a little French bird song 
which pleases me," she answered. 

" Then I am sure it will please me. Will you 
not sing it for me? " he asked quietly, forcing him- 
self upon her. 

With a rich, sweet voice she sang as never be- 
fore — sang because it expressed her soul — and 
the queen stopped her work to listen : 

'* My soul is light 

And far my flighty 
My freedom's come, my bonds are burst. 
The door stands wide — I'm free at last! 

I sing to thee 

Who set me free. 
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My soul's afiight. 
My spirit bright. 
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You called me back — you meant it not 
But would have kept me caged and sad. 

But I'm away^ 

Bless I the day. 

" Call not again^ 

I'll ne'er return! 
My sky's too bright — my heart so light 
'Twould die and sing not^ caged again. 

Kindness misplaced^ 

Farewell I — Good-bye ! " 

^^ Beautiful ! You sing It as if you had a 
thought of leaving us, and were singing a fare- 
well ! " and the king eyed her critically, for he had 
caught her soul thought. 

Her fingers were still lingering upon the strings, 
when, startled at his quick interpretation of her 
thoughts, she stopped ; and he took her harp and 
laid it aside while the queen watched his assiduous 
attention. 

But Anne, feeling the king was ignorant of her 
true thoughts, whidi put her at her ease, replied: 
" It is a song I learned in France, Sire.*' 

" Would you leave us if you could .^ " he point- 
edly asked in an undertone, returning to his 
thought and wondering what she would say. 

" Why ask the question. Sire? *' she flashed back 
at him quickly, as the slightest apprehension 
crossed her heart. 

" Because you so resolutely avoid me when I so 
deeply need your counsel," he replied with his eyes 
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fastened on her, and still speaking in a low tone. 

" What counsel can a humble gentlewoman give 
the king when he has such able ministers?*' she 
asked^ with a little scorn in her voice. 

" The friendship and sympathy of kindly speech 
and not avoidance," he replied. 

" I am honored. Sire," she answered sarcas- 
tically. 

" Then since you are, stroll on the river terrace 
with me, for I would have further converse with 
you." And she saw he was determined to question 
her. Her perseverance and resolution was some- 
thing he had never met before, and he was the more 
determined, if possible, to break her will. 

"With the queen's permission?" asked she to 
block him. 

" Easily obtained ; " and turning to Norfolk, he 
said : " Bring your niece. And you, Sir Thomas 
(designating Sir Thomas More), walk with me. 
And Kate, let your maidens take the air on the 
terrace, for the declining sun invites us." 

" Maidens, do as his highness wishes," the queen 
commanded, for she could not thwart him. They 
all walked out to the terrace which became a scene 
of gay life as they strolled and grouped together 
watching the great river highway. The king sep- 
arated from Sir Thomas and joined Norfolk with 
Anne; the duke soon found that he had business 
elsewhere and excused himself; and the courtiers 
kept a discreet distance, leaving the king alone 
with Anne. 
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** Now we will no longer fence. I am determined 
to have your company.'' He looked lovingly at 
her as he said it. 

^^ Sire, you speak as if I deny you. When did I 
ever deny you what is maidenly and rij^t? " she 
asked. 

^* Never! you are good! And let us now break 
all barriers between us and be very dear friends/' 
and he looked at her with a dangerous love look in 
his eyes. 

^* You might alarm me. Sire, when you talk that 
way. But La la ! you are humorous ! " she replied, 
persistently treating the matter lightly, though she 
knew that he meant it in earnest. 

^ Are you a little prude^ or is that the way you 
talk to the young Lord of Northumberland? " he 
asked, a little annoyed that she held him so aloof. 

^^ I thought you forbade that subject. Sire! I 
think his majesty forgets he is talking dishonor! " 
she flashed at him as she tried to screen herself 
behind this little evasion, but she blushed ciimscm 
under his eyes. 

^ Have you obeyed me in the matter of keeping 
apart from him? But there, I read your answer 
in your blushing face. The young lord is to be 
envied such devotion," he commented. 

"Don't you forget yourself. Sire. My father 
never talked so bcJdly to me^" she indignantly 
said. 

" I wish he had if it had hindered your infatua- 
tion," he retorted. 
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" Then you are still angry with Lord Percy? '* 
she inquired to test him. 

" Indeed I am, since he chooses to persecute 
you,*' he quickly replied. 

" La, la ! I have never complained ! Is it not 
natural for a young gallant to love? *' and in the 
very spirit of provocation she stood adorably be- 
fore him with her sweet face uplifted, and with a 
dreamy far-away look in her eyes as if she were 
analyzing the matter. 

" Anne, don't look like that ! You are thinking 
of the young lord now, and he may love whom he 
pleases, but not you,*' he said, to draw her mind to 
him. 

"Why may he not regard me? '* — she would 
not say " love " — she said to search his mind. 

" Because I love you ! but there — don't be 
startled ! he is already aflianced," he replied, hiding 
the truth under a virtuous answer. 

" But he does not love the one chosen for him, 
and you say. Sire, that he may love whom he 
pleases." And thus she caught him. 

" He must obey his father," he answered grimly, 
seeing he was caught. 

" Weld two contrary natures — a living tor- 
ture ; I would not marry the one I did not love — 
I would die first ! " she answered decidedly, and she 
emphasized the same by stamping her little foot. 

" The devil ! I don't believe you would ! " and 
he looked at her as he admired her honesty. 
" That old stepmother of yours says you are will- 
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ful and I believe her,*' and he laughed to hear her 
talk, for it amused him. 

" My stepmother speaks the truth, Sire,*' and 
she did not laugh with him, but looked soberly 
serious. 

" Anne, could you learn to love me? '* he asked 
boldly. 

" La, la ! you are mad ! I had been thinking you 
were serious! Oh, me — I like not distraught 
people ! " and she laughed to cover her fears and to 
stop him, for he was getting so serious. 

" You are plain spoken, pretty one, but I mean 
it ! I have chosen you for my friend. Your oppo- 
sition coyly urges me on. I never could have 
chosen other had I long ago known you, but destiny 
placed me where I am ! " he passionately pleaded. 

Anne saw that she must stop him, so with dignity 
she said : " I must remind you, Sire, that you are 
talking treason of the queen." 

" No, I am not, but I am talking love to you, 
for I am to be divorced," he said eagerly. 

" Why talk of love to me? My loyalty and re- 
spect I lay at your feet. Sire, but that is all," she 
freezingly said. 

" And I so badly need your love," he replied. 

" I cannot give it — you know I cannot, if I had 
any," she answered with spirit. 

" Then you would if you could? " he persisted, 
interpreting her wrongly. 

" No — positively no. Sire ! " she exclaimed 
firmly. 
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" I will exalt you to be queen when I am di- 
vorced," he doggedly persisted. 

" Treason again, Sire. Why talk of it? '" 

" Because you think you are going to marry 
young Northumberland. You shall not. Mark 
what I say ! '' he said with a strange meaning, and 
with a threat conveyed in the tone of his voice. 

Anne felt opposed, willful and indignant, and she 
thought she would test him, as she thought of the 
morrow with a sense of security, and so she asked : 
" Would you forgive the young lord if he disobeyed 
you?'' 

The king looked at her keenly, for he never so 
met his match in willful womanhood as in this little, 
persistent, adorable witch who confronted him, and 
he idolized her for it. With a smile that was cruel, 
he replied : " If he does, I will forgive him. But 
will you forgive me if I hinder him? " and he looked 
so full into her eyes that with the memories of her 
promised marriage in her mind, she turned fiery red 
and had to turn her eyes from him. 

" I don't know. Sire," is all she could answer 
him. 

" Ha ! you are not fair ! Believe me, Anne, you 
will never marry the young lord, for you are 
destined to wed Henry Tudor," he said so passion- 
ately that he frightened her, and she had to force 
herself to be able to say : " Never, Sire ! Now 
you are mad, indeed! Your foolish infatuation 
carries you away. La, la! I must hide myself 
from you. Let us stop this foolish, nonsensical 
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talking, and look at the gossips on the river," and 
she would have moved to the river side of the ter- 
race but he detained her. 

He took the bracelet from his doublet, which he 
had kept since he found it in the cardinal's pew, 
and, to her utmost confusion, for she knew now 
the grounds of his suspicion, he said : ^^ I must 
again fetter you with this loving token you dis- 
carded. It is not infatuation but sincerity. I 
love you as I never loved other ! " and he clasped 
the bracelet upon her arm after putting it to his 
lips. 

" I must not hear you. Sire ! I ttnll not, you 
spoil yourself. I feel guilty before the queen ! " 
Anne gasped. 

" Very well. I cannot tell you what I have a 
mind to here. Come with your Uncle Norfolk 
later to my private audience room; there we will 
talk, for I am determined that we understand each 
other," he commanded. 

"Before my uncle, Sire?" she asked, thinking 
he dare not. 

" Yes — I want him to know," he replied, puz- 
zling her. 

As she hesitated, he pleaded : " You will come — 
you nmst — I command you ! " and he passionately 
added, " No ! I do not command you — but you 
mil come ! " for as he pleaded he saw a look of re- 
vulsion come into her face. 

Seeing Norfolk, he signed to him : " I would 
have a particular word with your niece in private, 
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Norfolk. You will bring her to my private audi- 
ence room later, as it is not seemly for her to come 
alone." 

" Yes, Sire," the duke answered. 

Later, Will Somers called at Anne's apartments 
with a package, and she inquired with a foreboding 
fear : " What is it ? Who sent it, WiU ? " 

" Sweets for the sweet," he answered with a leer. 

" Don't be impertinent. Who gave it to you? " 

" He who thinks it of you," the imp replied. 

" Then you have no message for me to answer? " 

" Tenderer message havfe I never brought. I will 
lend you my eyes if you will let me peep into your 
package," and he held his hand out for it. 

" You are inquisitive. I cannot trust you, 
Will," and Anne could not help laughing at him. 

" And I should be if I were you," said he, with 
his tongue in his cheek; and he left, making the 
sound of kisses with his mouth — the little imp! 

Anne opened the package and was startled at 
the sight of an extravagantly beautiful locket, in 
the center of which was a miniature of Henry look- 
ing at her, painted by Hans Holbein, and accom- 
panying it a note, which read: 

" Remember our tryst. I am bound to see you. 
I command you to wear my gift so that I may be 
ever with you. Farewell. 

" Henry." 



A little later the duke called for her and con- 
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ducted her to the king's jaiwmJtt iMJinirr rooai to 
the >m pi be of tlie eolirtien ms Atj law her pnci 
in, bat to the shame ci Xnt»^^ for Wrmit, vho kept 
the king's door, hnked qnccriT at ho-. 

" So TOO hare comey Uistreas Pmdaice;,'' the 
king pla jfoIlT said, as she cstered vith the dake, a 
smile Kghting op his face. And then timring to 
thedakeyhesaid: ^ I haTe been telling jour niece 
that I am to be dinnc c d from the qpieen. Wobey 
as Toa know is atteii£ng to it, and vhen his Hdi- 
ness afirms the samel am hMrfdng to joor niece to 
|dace her cm the throne. She acts afraid of me 
and do joa think she has cause to he? " and be led 
Anne to a seat. 

Utmost astonishment sat upon the face ci the 
doke at this rerelatkm. All he coold think to say 
was : "" Sire, you are giring my niece and I wei^ty 
confidence. I did not know that matteis had gone 
that far betveen yoor majesties.'' 

*^ They hare, and nam to the point. I haTe told 
your niece that she shonU derote hersdf to 
comfort and dieer me, as I am s er e red from 
aniy sympathy. And what say yoa?" he asked 
plainly. 

"I see no hazm in her doing so,'' the dnke 



** There, Ifistress Anne! Yoa treat my ad- 
Tances as bold, but yoa see that yoor onde ap- 
proTcs," he triumphantly said. 

Astonished at the subtle war he had stated his 
case, she scarody knew what to re^-, but she 
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bravely answered : " There is one other to be con- 
vinced, Sire, even if that one had the heart to do as 
you wished.*' 

And who is that one, Anne? *^ he quickly asked. 
Anne Boleyn, Sire! You have overlooked 
her," she answered with spirit. 

The two looked at her intently. Henry never 
admired her so much as now, while the duke, aston- 
ished, said: ^^ Court usage has not trained your 
tcmgue, Anne." 

^^ Tut, tut ! " the king said, waving his hand to 
the duke and so dismissing him, ^^ I can persuade 
her better alone." 

As the duke was about to pass out, Anne was 
before him, quick as a fleeing bird, and she called 
back : " Excuse me, Sire ! I have too much re- 
spect for you to allow you to do an injustice to 
yourself," and was gone, and in her precipitancy 
outside, she nearly fell into the arms of the queen! 

" What are you doing here. Mistress Boleyn? " 
Katherine asked sharjdy, noticing her agitation. 

Anne was nearly distracted as she gasped out: 
^^ I don't know! Ask his majesty, madam! " and 
fled to her father's apartments. 



CHAPTER XVni 

THE KING'S REVENGE 

"Sire: 

*' Thank you for your gifts. As they cannot be 
worn with honor, I return thiem, and pray your for- 
giveness of us both. 

" Anne Boleyn." 

With the king's bracelet and ruby locket in a 
packet, Anne slipped in the above note and left it 
for Wyatt to place in the king's room when they 
were safely away. 

With a hired barge, Percy, Wyatt and Anne 
were on their way to London Bridge and the Old 
Swan Inn stairs late in the afternoon of the next 
day. Percy and Anne were dressed very soberly 
as became a thriving merchant and his wife, and 
Wyatt was dressed like Percy. 

They safely entered the Old Swan Inn, where 
they found Father Clement waiting for them, and 
they all adjourned to a large upper chamber to be 
ready for the marriage service. They were sud- 
denly alarmed by a commotion outside; and more 
so when the noise approached their room. With- 
out ceremony their door was thrown open and 
Suffolk, supported by a captain of the city watch 

with a dozen of his men, filed into the room, and 
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Percy then knew they had somehow been betrayed. 

There is a degree of rage which is dumb, a point 
in the mental fiber beyond which a man cannot go, 
and Percy had reached this state. To be in abso- 
lute security, and to feel the joy of being near the 
highest and dearest attainment, and then to be 
trapped ! 

" I arrest the Lord of Northumberland in the 
king's name," said Suffolk as he advanced toward 
them. 

The spell was broken as Percy heard his voice. 
It baited him to a tremendous fury, and with a 
cry of, " You damn'd hound of a brutal master ! " 
he drew his rapier. In his solicitude for Anne he 
called : " Escape with her, Thomas ! " and rushed 
upon Suffolk. 

Rage aided him for a moment, for with his light 
weapon he inflicted a slashing cut on Suffolk's 
guard arm ; but he was quickly thrown down, over- 
come by force of numbers and guarded. 

His feelings could not be expressed as he saw 
Wyatt overpowered and his weapon taken from 
him. Suffolk said : " Captain, half of your men 
will accompany Wyatt and the lady to the king's 
barge. A fitting escort awaits to conduct them 
to Barnard Castle by the king's command." 

Anne gave Suffolk a look of hatred, and then 
ran to Percy lying on the floor. She flung herself 
on to her knees at his side and kissed him before 
them all, for she was not ashamed to do that in his 
distress. She said : " I will make the king for- 
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give you, dear! My lord duke is well served in 
leaving a noble on the floor like a dog ! " and she 
scorned the duke with her eyes. 

" Oh, Anne, Anne, I have injured you ! *' Percy 
cried, but she stayed his words with her hand to 
his lips and essayed to assist him to rise as she 
commanded the men away from him. 

But the duke, with a sweeping inclination 
towards her, said: '^ His majesty's commands are 
that his friend shall be immediately conducted to 
the palace/' And she perforce had to leave. 

If looks could kill, she would have slain him ; but 
the villain only smiled at her in her demure dis- 
guise, which failing to hide her beauty, really 
intensified it. " It will be my turn next, my lord, 
and Anne Boleyn will not forget ! " she said to the 
duke as she passed him. He bowed low and smiled 
in reply. 

" Fall in with your prisoner, and the priest will 
accompany us as well," the captain of the watch 
said. Percy had to leave with them, marching in 
their midst. They proceeded to Shrewsbury 
House near the bridge and Percy saw that it was 
lighted up. There was every indication that the 
Earl of Shrewsbury was at home, and he wondered 
why he was being brought there. Judge of his 
astonishment when the gates opened as if they 
were expected, and he saw some of the king's 
halberdiers in attendance, a sure sign that his maj- 
esty was present. Greater astonishment awaited 
him when he was ushered into the presence of the 
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king where he found his father and his eminence^ 
all guests of Shrewsbury's. 

" Why, Suffolk — who have we here? *' the king 
asked aloud as they entered. 

" I found the Lord of Northumberland 
with — !" 

" No names must ever be mentioned ! *' the king 
broke in, looking sternly round on them all. 

" The Lord of Northumberland and Thomas 
Wyatt were with a lady, Sire. Wyatt and 
the lady have returned to Barnard Castle, 
and I brought the Lord of Northumberland to 
you." 

" So, so ! " and the king looked devilish with his 
cynical smile, his eyes playing green as they saw 
his victim at last absolutely within his power. 
Percy took it all in, wondering how they had been 
betrayed, and by whom. He stood before them 
in his sober dress, disordered by his rough han- 
dling, and his soul rebelled, for he knew they were 
eying him critically. All seemed astonished but 
the king and Suffolk, and he then knew who had 
entrapped him ; but how they could have obtained 
his secret he did not know, nor could he guess. 

The cardinal looked perplexed; amazement sat 
on his face, but he said nothing, only watched the 
king's countenance to, if possible, ascertain how 
he might go to the rescue of his son. 

" Perhaps your ward can explain why he has so 
persistently disobeyed us rather than leave you to 
guessing ! " the king said to Wolsey with a sneer. 
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Wolsey could not answer, for he was in ignorance 
jety and he could only see the tempest rising in his 
imperious master as Percy said : ^^ His eminence 
was in absolute ignorance of this. It is my affair 
alone." 

^^ A good thing for him that it is ! And damn 
you in defying me ! I will teach you such a lesson 
that will ring such high-headed, treasonous up- 
starts into obedience ! '' the king exploded in fierce 
passion, and all kept silence, wondering what he 
would do, Suffolk with the rest. 

" Are you two agreed in the troth-plight made 
between Lady Mary — our charming hostess — 
and this willful lord who is unworthy of her? *' the 
king asked the two earls, with a cruel look. 

" Yes, Sire," they both assented. 

" Then we will stop this youngster who so 
boldly defies us all, for he shall tell Lady Mary to 
her face why he detests her, for they shall be mar- 
ried here and now," said the king slowly, and they 
all could see the severity of his vengeance as he 
set his face into that inscrutable look of cruelty 
that he now assumed so often. 

It dawned upon Percy what the king was about 
to do to him — consign him to a loveless life, a 
living death, and make him an object of scorn 
among his fellows. 

Snatching Suffolk's sword from him, he desper- 
ately cried with murder in his heart : " You 
brutal monster ! you coward, I will die first ! " and 
he rushed toward the king, but the cardinal and 
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his father flung themselves before him, barring his 
way, and the soldiers disarmed him. 

" You see what treasonous cubs you are rearing 
round you,'* the king said fiercely to Wolsey. 
" Have in that Carthusian before I change my 
mind and send him to the Tower ! *' 

" Don't, Sire ! " Wolsey gasped, and was about 
to plead with his majesty when the king gave him 
a terrible look as he stormed : " You foster 
treason in your damn'd followers which you se- 
verely punish in others — aye, and have them 
burned for it ! '* and Wolsey was silenced before 
the tempest of the king's wrath, for it was only 
too true. 

** Where is that priest?" the king yelled, and 
Father Clement was hurried into his presence. 

" Were you not sent here to marry maid and 
man?" the king a^ked witheringly, as the priest 
stood before him with brave dignity. 

" Yes, Sire." 

" Then you will not be disappointed. Get 
ready immediately and marry this young lord to 
the choice of his guardians, and to the one to 
whom he is troth-pHghted," the king commanded. 

Father Clement could see that some terrible 
tragedy was to be enacted of which he was to be 
made a participant, and he shrank from it. 

" Is the young lord willing. Sire? " he humbly 
asked with remarkable courage as he faced the 
angry king. 

" The devil ! that is not your business ! get you 
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to your duty, or I will have you flogged f the 
king roared. 

" Your threat does not alarm me — and I dare 
not obey you» unless I am satisfied the matter is 
orderly," the priest dared reply. 

" My kingly word not good enough for a priest ! 
what do you mean, you dog? " the king thun- 
dered. " I will have you stripped and flogged — 
you hound ! " 

" These priests are getting a deal too bold — I 
would teach the fellow a lesson. Sire ! " Suffolk 
angrily broke in, backing up the king. 

The king glared at Wolsey, who stood in terror 
for the fate of his son, knowing that no mercy 
would be shown him by the heartless monarch. 
But he expostulated, " Sire ! " and the king 
roared : " Order him to his duty, or I shall see 
you are in league with this traitorous upstart." 

Wolsey hesitated as Percy looked at him. De- 
spair — overwhelming despair was depicted in 
his boy's face. His soul was bruised, and he 
looked impotent with the weight of the fierce ca- 
lamity that was overtaking him. 

There is an appeal which one dying sometimes 
makes when the lips cannot speak, yet is under- 
stood. Percy so appealed with hia eyes — his 
soul, expressing his faith and love and confidence 
in his more than father; with all his heart he 
pleadingly implored with dumb, silent appeal^ his 
eyes eloquently expectant, as he stood and waited. 

But the king roared : ^^ Arrest his eminence, 
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Suffolk ! *^ when Wolsey so goaded, said to the 
priest: " Get you to your duty ! " He could not 
do otherwise in the extremity in which he was 
placed; and it seemed as if Percy's heart broke 
under the weight of his great despair. 

" I thought we were unmasking some ! '* said the 
king, as Suffolk was about to lay his hand on his 
eminence's shoulder; but the king signed for him 
not to do so. 

Everything was soon arranged and Lady Mary 
summoned. As she came in, ignorant of the great 
tragedy about to be enacted in her life, the king 
said : 

" Lady Mary, I promised that I would be pres- 
ent at your wedding. Here stands your affianced, 
and I know he is your choice before all other. 
And if he has any reason for not being so, he may 
now tell you." 

Lady Mary was amazed, and a sense of pleasure 
thrilled her as she saw Percy standing there in 
his unaccountable dress. And while she under- 
stood it not, the king's word that she was to be 
wedded to him fell pleasantly upon her ears, for 
she idolized Percy. 

But Percy was dumb. It was incredible that 
he could refuse her to her face after their betroth- 
ment, so he could only stand as one dead. But 
there was no time for reflection. Lady Mary was 
placed at his side. Father Clement stood before 
them, and the wedding sacrament began. Percy 
responded not to the questions asked him. His 
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bloodless lips were silent, while Lady Mary audibly 
assented to the solemn binding vows which made 
them man and wife. 

When the priest asked for the ring, the king 
took a superb diamond one from his finger and 
handed it to him, and they were wed with that. 
Upon the hand of the king, Percy saw Anne's dear 
ring, and he inwardly groaned in his impotence at 
the terrible destiny which was forever, severing 
them. 

There was a dreadful, painful silence in all but 
the intoning priest. 

Percy's soul was bitter against the cardinal in 
not braving the king's anger and coming to his 
defense, and he stood in his desolation there bereft 
of strength, almost of reason. The oppressive- 
ness of his soul's isolation made his breathing 
heavy and he heard not, realized not, except that 
his darling Anne was lost to him forever. 

But the king's voice was heard as the ceremony 
ended : " Now, Wolsey, give them your apostolic 
blessing!" 

His eminence stood as one dumb. The suffer- 
ings of his son pierced his soul, and his agonies 
were communicated to him. But he was obliged 
to comply; so taking the place of the priest, he 
raised his hands as he pronounced the blessing. 
Percy lifted his face — as the face of one dead — 
to his, while he struggled to speak ; and he threw 
up his hands as if he would beat back the holy 
words, which were curses to him, as he cried: 
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" My father — how can you ! how can you ! *' and 
he fell down before them, blood running from his 
mouth and nose and making a pool on the floor. 

" Oh, heavenly Jesu — you have killed him ! you 
have killed him ! Percy — my dear husband ! '* 
Lady Mary screamed, as she knelt beside him and 
lifted his bloody face into her lap. The cardinal 
shed tears as he knelt and sprinkled the ashy face 
with holy water and tried to restore him ; knowing, 
in his anguish, that when his boy awoke he would 
be a changed man. The great love which Percy 
bore him was slain forever. 



CHAPTER XIX 
THE KING^S BRACELET 

" Now what are you going to do to placate your 
little Boleyn, Sire? " Suffolk asked the next morn- 
ing after the tragedy. 

" I don't know. I would have committed that 
Northumberland upstart to the Tower after I 
had married him to Lady Mary, only then I 
should not have stood any chance with the lovely 
Boleyn. Holy Jesu — what a little witch she is 
at defiance! They are a well matched pair for 
willfulness, and the darling shows it to my face. 
She is peerless, with a soul of steel. I dread 
meeting her, for she can scorn and wither me as 
no other can ! " the king said, all afire, as he al- 
ways was when her name was mentioned. 

" Sire, you should have seen her defy me yes- 
terday. She looked so charming in her demure 
dress. Egad! the worse she is dressed the better 
she looks, and if her eyes could kill I should have 
been twice slain as she scorned me with hers. She 
knelt and kissed young Percy before us all, and 
vowed that she would have him liberated! Ha, 
ha!" 

" Did she? The little devil! and she could, for 

I could not deny her anything ! But how will she 

take my revenge on Percy? Do you know I asked 
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her if I blocked them if she would forgive me? 
And, damn it! she made me promise forgiveness, 
but she wouldn't herself!" the king said admir- 
ingly. 

" Send her father on a mission. Her step- 
mother will play into your hands, Sire, and you 
will have her here all alone," the duke evilly sug- 
gested. 

" Egad! I will — but where shall I send him? " 

" To France, Sire, congratulating Francis on 
his return after his enforced captivity with the 
emperor," said Suffolk, finding an excuse where 
deviltry was concerned. 

" The very thing, and the Rochford title is 
vacant, so I will create him a Viscount, which 
should please Anne and purchase her forgiveness," 
said the king, inspired with this new thought. 

Proceeding to the main audience room, where 
the courtiers were assembled with the queen, he re- 
ceived a number presenting petitions ; also ambas- 
sadors and other dignitaries. This ended, he 
summoned Sir Thomas Boleyn, ancj Anne won- 
dered what was about to happen. It was with 
surprise she heard the king say : " Sir Thomas, 
I am about to entrust you with a mission of con- 
gratulation to our Cousin of France, and there 
are other matters which our chancellor will ap- 
prise you of later; and that you may more fit- 
tingly serve us in the matter, I create you one 
of our peers. Kneel down." Sir Thomas knelt 
with pleasurable surprise. " I create you Vis- 
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count Rochford>" and the king took Suffolk's 
sword and gave the kneeling knight a snmrt acco- 
lade upon the shoulder, as he said : ^^ Rise, my 
lord viscount. His eminence will present you 
with the patents to your title. Be sure to acquit 
yourself before Francis so that it shall give us 
pleasure.*' 

" My homage first to my king and queen ! I 
thank your highness for your great honor. I 
shall serve you with my whole heart," and the 
newly created viscount saluted the king's hand 
and then the queen's, and rising, bowed from the 
royal presence. 

Singling out Anne, the king walked to her, and 
taking her hand within his own, he said : " I 
have invested your father with a new title, fair 
Anne. Have I to reinvest you with my gifts? " 

Not quite comprehending him, yet terribly alert 
since she had been betrayed, and feeling sure that 
it was by the king himself, she was sore displeased. 
Yet she was keen witted enough to resist him, for 
she knew her life would now be one of torment, 
and she was distracted to know what to do. She 
did not yet know what had happened to Percy, 
and was determined to find out if possible. So she 
said as f reezingly as she dared : " If my father 
has not sufficiently thanked you. Sire, for the 
honor conferred upon him, Anne Boleyn will," 
and she was about to drop to her knees when he 
detained her by catching her other hand. 

" Sire, you are detaining my hand, and the 
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court with her majesty are watching you>" she 
reminded him with offended dignity. 

He could see that she did not know anything 
yet about Percy, so he answered her : " I care not, 
dainty Anne, who sees me, but since you are dis- 
pleased I will release it. I see her majesty with 
her maids are about to take the air, and we will 
do so with them," and he placed the tips of her 
fingers upon his arm and walked with her out 
to the matchless terrace overlooking the silvery 
highway, the grand highway of Tudor London. 

" My bracelet and locket you discarded," he 
said to see what effect the news of their return 
made upon her. 

She was not ashamed of what she had done. 
There was a determination within her that she 
must befriend Percy. So she said : " Sire, their 
return must convince you that Anne Boleyn is 
right and the king is wrong with his overkind- 
ness," and looked at him with a positiveness and 
dignity that he had to admire. 

" The king admits you are true, but he is as 
willful in his desperate need as my fair Anne is 
in her determination. Oh, why do you detest him 
who craves you so sorely?" and he pleaded so 
brokenly that she was startled with his earnest- 
ness. He was an accomplished dissimulator and 
his voice rang like truth. " I will not command 
you to wear these discarded gifts," and he took 
the bracelet and locket from his doublet ; " but I 
am going to place them upon you to see if you 
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dare treat them other than kindly when Henry 
Tudor gives them only in that spirit." He said 
it with such honeyed utterance that Anne could 
scarcely control herself so winsome and pleading 
was he. 

He placed the chain about her neck so that the 
rubies played upon her heaving bosom, and, lift- 
ing her hand, he s'aluted it : " Here, little prisoner, 
is your fetter. May it encircle the wrist of her 
I claim to be my dearest friend. And may it 
. pain her when she refuses to respond," he said 
pathetically. 

" Oh, Sire ! Anne Boleyn is not lost to all sense 
of shame!" she cried, and unsnapped his gifts 
and cast them- at his feet: "You know my life 
and soul belong to another! Even you. Sire, 
would learn to despise me if I allowed those burn- 
ing blood drops to stain my breast, or those 
liquid tears to play their colors upon my wrist! 
Make me not a further shame to myself, or more 
contemptible than I am in my own eyes! What 
have you done with the Lord Percy? " she chal- 
lenged. 

Surprise, astonishment, amazement sat upon 
the king's face. It was as if a butterfly was try- 
ing to resist him. He looked admiringly at her 
braving him to his face. Never had woman so 
opposed him. He saw she was moved to the 
highest point of offended womanhood, his gifts 
treated as insults over her steadfastness and love 
for another. He saw that he could not win her 
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regard in that way, so he turned, and beckoning 
Norris, pointed to the gleaming jewels upon the 
ground : " Place them in my room." Then turn- 
ing, he took her hand : " I must win this dear 
hand which I covet ere I fetter it with glittering 
vanities, I see ! " 

" You have not answered me ! Oh, Sire, where 
is Percy?" she pleaded, thinking, believing that 
he was in the Tower. 

" Still thinking of the young lord and disre- 
garding me? He is staying at Shrewsbury House 
for the present," he answered truthfully, as he 
gazed upon her as beauty in distress. 

" At Shrewsbury House, Sire? " she questioned. 

" I will not talk of one you set up as my rival. 
I have answered your question. Will you be fair, 
and remember our talk of two days ago? I ask 
you again, will you forgive me now that I have 
prevented you marrying the young lord? " he 
passionately asked — so passionately, that it 
temporarily made her forget Percy in her deter- 
mination to oppose him. 

" I hope I have nothing to forgive. Sire," she 
replied, wondering at him. 

" Then you are still determined to oppose me? " 
he persisted. 

" Yes, Sire, if I deem it right to do so," she 
flatly answered him. 

" Then you are the most determined little lady 
in England ! But, Anne, you are pitting yourself 
against the most indomitable of men, for, before 
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God, Henry Tudor is determined to break your 
will and possess you ! " 

" Never, Sire ! I shall always remember what 
you have said! You may command my service, 
my respect, but Anne Boleyn has to be won ! The 
king of England speaks ignobly; when you break 
my will you will have slain me, and not till then ! " 
she flashed at him with a face of marble, so white 
was it, and he could see how deeply he had wounded 
her. 

Her majesty and Sir Thomas More were walk- 
ing together conversing, and Anne moved towards 
them and the king followed her. Anne's heart 
was torn with conflicting emotions, and she craved 
loneliness where she could think. The queen 
joined them, noticing the agitation of her beauti- 
ful lady in waiting, and attributed it to a cause 
foreign to its real character. Presently Wolsey 
strolled up, when the queen, missing her favorite. 
Lady Mary, and unwilling to ask the king any- 
thing about dining at Shrewsbury House, asked 
his eminence : " Your eminence dined at Shrews- 
bury House last night. Do you know why Lady 
Mary has not returned to me? '* 

Wolsey's heart had been torn — terribly torn 
over the fate of his dear boy, and the sight of 
Anne revived to the full the cruel sense of the 
king's revenge. In his secret soul he hated the 
one who had come between himself and his son. 
He looked haggard and worn with his terrible 
night's vigil, and his face bespoke the intense suf- 
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fering that had swept m upon him like a flood. 
There is no cruelty on earth like the death of 
love — the separation of two souls — the destruc- 
tion of affection; and Wolsey was suffering from 
this. 

To the queen's inquiry he answered : " I am 
afraid, madam, that you will have to excuse Lady 
Mary's attendance for some time. Last night, 
by his majesty's command. Lady Mary was mar- 
ried to Lord Percy of Northumberland, and the 
young lord was taken suddenly, desperately ill. 
Lady Mary is attending her husband, who they 
think will die," and a choking sob broke the car- 
dinal's voice. 

Anne's face was as marble before, her heart 
constricted to extreme agony; but with this in- 
telligence it became the gray hue of death. Turn- 
ing her ghastly face to the now horrified king, 
she gave him a terrible look, as with upraised 
hand and pointing finger, she gasped : " You 
have killed him ! I will go to him ! " and she 
turned and tried to put her resolution into action, 
for she essayed a step toward the barges riding 
at the stairs and fell swooning upon the ground. 

"Great God! Where is Doctor Butts? The 
devil! — why is he not here?" the king cried, 
alarmed. 

Her majesty showed womanly solicitude. 
Kneeling she took the head of her beauti- 
ful lady-in-waiting into her lap. She could not 
blame Anne, seeing her love was all for Percy; 
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yet she wished the heavenly Jesu would take pity 
on herself and never let Anne wake again. She 
now saw the king's heart was divorced from her 
and given to the lovely maid lying in her arms. 

Doctor Butts soon arrived and Anne was car- 
ried to her apartments. She became dreadfully 
ill — so ill that she was ordered to Hever Castle 
for absolute quiet and rest; and there in her 
father's country home she was slowly restored to 
Kfe. 
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CHAPTER XX 

ANNE'S FLIGHT 

Wyatt arranged an interview between Anne and 
Percy. A hint from the king caused the viscount 
to keep a sharp lookout that the young Lord of 
Northumberland came not to Hever Castle. By 
the king's permission, Anne's father had tarried 
as long as he could, because of her illness, before 
proceeding on the king's mission to Francis. A 
whole month elapsed and he was about to go, now 
that his daughter had sufficiently recovered for 
him to do so. 

Anne had pleaded with him to take her to 
France, but since she was attached to Katherine, 
he dared not without the king's permission, and 
it was useless to ask. Wyatt brought word that 
he was to receive final dispatches the next day so 
that he could proceed, and that an escort was also 
coming to conduct Lady Boleyn and Anne back 
to court. 

Up to this time Anne had refused an interview 

with Percy. She knew that his nature was such 

as for him to utterly ignore his marriage, defy 

the king, and fly with her, and so commit' the 

confusion of another marriage. As much as she 

idolized him, her saner judgment forbade this; 

but she was determined on one thing, and that 
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was to defy the king and return to France, and 
she knew that Percy and Wyatt would aid her. 

So she arranged for the two to meet her at the 
little postern door of the castle at midnight, when 
she would be ready for them. She knew all her 
father's arrangements; so she determined to get 
to Dover ahead of him, board the king's ship and 
just simply insist ^ which she knew that she could 
do with her indulgent father, that he take her to 
France. She would then take care of the rest. 

Long before the midnight hour Percy was there. 
He had been eating his heart out to see her again. 
He was not sure of himself, not sure that he would 
do as she wished ; but he was sure that he must see 
her. The month had returned him to life a gaunt, 
haggard, physical wreck of his former self. His 
had been a triple trial, for he had made his wife 
understand that he would not own her as such, 
and she had consented to return to Queen Kath- 
erine as formerly. It was necessary that Lady 
Mary understand him — that his whole soul, be- 
ing and life belonged to Anne, and her alone — 
and she did. 

Besides, his great love for the cardinal was 
broken beyond recovery. He would have died for 
his eminence. But he could now only think of him 
consenting to the king in cowardly fear. So he 
put his adopted father out of his thoughts as 
much as he could — but unavailingly, for love 
cannot be so easily dismissed. 

And his love, faith^ and honor toward Anne 
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convinced him that he was her adored still. He be- 
lieved it was no sin to wed her if she would consent ; 
no sin, because he gave no consent, made no vows, 
and, therefore, was not wedded. In this way he 
persuaded Lady Mary to leave him. He would 
some day so persuade Anne to come to him, for 
she was truly soul-affianced to him as he saw it. 
He would persuade her to marry him. 

But, then, what would she do? How his beat- 
ing brain thought of that — what? Help her to 
escape? Gladly — right gladly — escape with 
her if she would let him, if he could get her to con- 
sent ! That is why he was there waiting for her. 
They had their horses in the woods. He would 
do anything to aid her in getting away from the 
hateful king. 

Quietly up and down he walked by the little 
postern door without fear of being detected, for 
in those times of peace only the seneschal was on 
duty at the main entrance of the castle. 

A little earlier than the midnight hour he heard 
the creaking of the door, and she was in his arms 
again — his darling Anne — and he was pressing 
kisses on her lips, despite a slight resistance she 
gave him, yet so feeble that he noticed it not. 

" My darling, little one ! " he whispered, " I 
have lived for this ! '* 

She clung to him a little while; she could not 
help it, for it almost seemed that her heart was 
breaking. But she remembered that he was not 
hers any more, that another woman's lips had 
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only the right to kiss his. This produced a re- 
vulsion in her attitude towards him, and she strug- 
gled to free herself. 

"Why? What is the matter? " he asked, as- 
tonished. 

" I am distraught still, and had forgotten ! " 
she gasped. 

"What? Oh, Anne, do you discard me? Do 
you believe in that marriage mockery? Would 
that I had never recovered ! '* he brokenly cried, 
and she observed the wreck he was to his former 
self, and her heart went wildly out to him in their 
mutual pain. 

" We have to escape from here,*' she said, mov- 
ing him to action, for something hindered her tell- 
ing her soul-sickness even to him, because he was 
now another's. 

" True. We will talk of it on the road, for we 
must push ahead. But is it not hard for you, hav- 
ing recovered so recently? " he asked, trying to 
observe her face, which looked thin and pale as he 
saw it in the moonlight. 

" Never mind. I am bound to leave. I will 
not stop to please the king ; and he shall find Anne 
Boleyn has some spirit as well as himself,*' she 
said, with splendid determination,, as they got 
mounted and rode away. 

The incidents of the journey to the sea-coast 
were mere details, and they arrived some twelve 
hours ahead of the viscount. Judge of his sur- 
prise when he found Anne aboard ship and would 
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not return; and so he had to take her with him 
without baggage or change of raiment. For that 
she cared not, as she said : ^^ Queen Margaret will 
provide for me.'* 

" But you will return with me. What will the 
king say?" her father asked, alarmed. 

"Do you ask me that? I care not, and will 
see as to returning." That is all the answer she 
would give him in the matter, and what could her 
indulgent father do? 

Meanwhile the two lingered on deck, and Percy 
pleaded with her to let him go with her. " May 
I not accompany you?" he asked — pitifully 
asked — pleading with all the eloquence words 
could express. 

" No — positively, no ! " she answered, forcing 
herself to say it. 

"Why may I not! I cannot understand why 
you reject me; you seem to be changed," and in 
the integrity of his purpose he could neither see 
nor understand what had changed her. 

" Because you are married. I am going for 
that reason that I may not be near you. The 
Tower and headsman you will court if I stay. 
You are wedded to Lady Mary, who is your law- 
ful wife, whatever opposition you may have to 
the contrary. We are obliged to realize that only 
death can bring us together," she answered, with 
her heart all torn, but with the clearest, truest 
statement, showing her little head was as clear 
and brave as ever. 
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" But I could be near you and protect you. 
Let me do so ! " he pleaded. 

" Henry will know every move I make, and he 
will have to force me from France and drive me 
from its courts ere I obey him! And you? I 
cannot have you jeopardized, or Anne Boleyn's 
good name linked with that of a married man! 
Would you drag me down to infamy before the 
world? " she asked, as she looked tenderly at him. 

He had never considered it in that way, but 
now it checked him, as in his selfishness he would 
have done her wrong. 

" No ! Oh, no — a thousand times, no ! '' he 
cried. " But what have I to live for? *' he fairly 
sobbed in his anguish. 

"I do not know — how can I? Perhaps in 
some future day the holy Jesu may lead you where 
you can best serve me should I need it," and she 
said it reverently, " for, Percy, the cruel fate that 
has forever sundered us may be hurrying us for- 
ward to a destiny in which each may aid the other 
as we face it. But see, the ship is about to get 
under way, and you both must leave." She 
looked lovingly at them both, and walked with 
them to the side, where they descended into the 
small boat that waited to bear them to the shore. 

" Lady Mary (he would not say his wife) bade 
me give you this," and he fairly sobbed as he took 
a little note from his doublet. " She knows I am 
with you, and what I am telling you." 

" Grood-by, Thomas — Anne Boleyn leaves 
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some true hearts behind her to await her return." 
She kissed him a farewell ; and then was folded in 
Percy's arms and clung to him, kissing him on the 
lips, and with her kerchief wiped the tears from 
his face. Then the two went over the side into the 
boat; and for grief Percy could not realize that 
the darling of his heart was forever sundered from 
him, and that his life of isolation had begun in 
reality. They watched the beautiful being they 
so loved as she stood on the deck of the ship wip- 
ing her eyes with her kerchief — that kerchief 
with his tears upon it. Then she placed it to her 
lips and waved it to them. 

Upon the shore they lingered, watching. The 
king's packet, with its white sails bellied out to 
the breeze, stepped the waves with her prow as 
she cast aside the silvery spray which in the dis- 
tance looked like powdered diamonds sparkling 
in the sunlight. That beautiful figure, with sweet 
face, gentle eyes, rosy cheeks, rippling smiles, and 
dear la, la! ways, was receding into an aureole 
speck; and as they looked, a fleck of cambric was 
waved again, or they thought so, and involunta^ 
rily the two raised their bonnets, and Percy gave 
a groan. The two walked apart for awhile, for 
their grief was too deep for companionship, too 
deep for words. They were sufi^ering from one 
of life's severances deeper than death, more cruel 
than the grave, as their friend vanished from them. 
They knew that when they saw her again she 
would be rejuvenated into another being. The 
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days of their present bliss had closed forever. 

" I arrest you in the name of the king.'* 

It was a rude awakening for the two as they 
lingered on the beach. Their hearts had been so 
absorbed with that speck on the horizon that a 
band of the king's yeomen, with Suffolk at their 
head, had come upon them unawares. Neither 
was in the mood for fighting or resisting, but, 
with brighter faces, because this toady of the king 
was thwarted, Percy asked : " And what is our 
offense, Suffolk? " 

" Aiding Mistress Boleyn, the king's ward, to 
escape," Suffolk curtly replied. 

" That will have to be proven. Mistress 
Boleyn rides yonder in that disappearing ship, and 
we have waved her our farewell. How know you 
that we are not here on the same errand as your- 
selves ? " Percy asked with a sense of glad triumph 
since his Anne was well away from the king and 
the lusty duke. 

" I know nothing about that, but you both will 
have to answer to his majesty for your presence 
here," the duke replied, for he was mad because 
he had been foiled by the most beautiful woman at 
court. He wished to secure her and Percy to- 
gether. That would have meant Percy's commit- 
tal to the Tower and left Anne free from his pro- 
tection. 

They accompanied the duke with his following, 
who expected to have returned with Anne from 
Hever Castle, back to the king; and Henry was 
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furious when he heard that Anne had outwitted 
him. But he had this consolation, that he knew 
where she was and thought he could easily secure 
her return, which he was determined to do. So he 
had Percy summoned before him, but overlooked 
Wyatt's part in the affair. 

" So you still brave me? " the king said, eying 
his young noble, who had not lost the fire from his 
eyes nor the steel from his soul, even though his 
body looked a physical wreck. Percy answered 
not — but just looked at the king. 

" A year or two of our Tower fare can perhaps 
subdue the stubbornness in your nature,'' the king 
said cruelly. 

" Sire, a lifetime in the Tower cannot change 
my nature. I have committed no treason against 
you, though I did escort Mistress Boleyn to the 
sea-coast by her express invitation," he truly re- 
plied. 

" Damn it ! Did she askj you ? And fell all 
over you with her endearments, the little witch ! " 
the king retorted, as he thought of her admir- 
ingly, and he could not help feeling a tinge of ad- 
miration for the splendidly souled fellow who faced 
him. 

" Would to God she had ! " Percy groaned — 
for the king's remark was rubbing a sore, and the 
king saw the depth of the man's affection. 

" Then she didn't? I have cured her, if I 
haven't you. Northumberland, instead of re- 
manding you to the Tower, I command you to at- 
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tend me personally. You are somewhat disobe- 
dient, but not treasonable like some of your kind. 
You have been willfully headstrong^ and that point 
of difference I have adjusted, for I see that when 
Mistress Boleyn returns she will take care of her- 
self," the king said, altering his intention much 
to the vexation of Percy. 

"But, Sire!" Percy ejaculated, "I beg you 
to excuse me! I would — !" 

He was going to say that he would prefer the 
Tower, but the king stopped him. " Rather go 
north and hatch treason? No, you have my com- 
mands. See that you obey me. Send Suffolk to 
me," the king said, offering his hand, and Percy 
was compelled to salute it, and he was dismissed. 



From out on the sea Anne had watched the 
two on the beach until they had become specks, 
had blurred into the coast line, and then were gone. 
With a gladdened joy at being on the ship and 
away from the king, though with a sore in her 
heart that never could be healed, she thought of 
Percy — then of the note he had given her. 

Taking it from her bosom, she looked at the 
thin, lady's hand, and opening it, read : 

" Dear Mistress Boleyn : 

" I write you this praying for your health and wel- 
fare. I wish you to know that I am innocent in 
being married to your lord. I knew nothing of it 
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until summoned before the priest by the king's com- 
mand. In sorrow and tears I tell you. Before the 
Blessed Virgin I would do you no wrong. In your 
sorrow pity me who am most unhappily wedded to 
one who tells me he loves me not^ but thee, 

" Mary Talbot Percy." 

As Anne finished reading she gave a look of 
horror towards the receding shore of England 
and registered a vow in her soul, that, if she were 
ever forced to return, she would outwit the mer- 
ciless monarch. " And the heavenly Jesu aid 
me ! '' she murmured. 



CHAPTER XXI 
HOME AGAIN IN ENGLAND 

Two years elapsed while Anne was in France. 
The king sent letters, presents and commands to 
her, but all to no purpose. She still stayed in 
France. Queen Claude and her sister-in-law, 
Queen Margaret of Navarre, disgusted with the 
English king's treatment of the royal Katherine, 
sided wholly with Anne and kept her in France. 

But Henry was not to be thwarted. Finding 
out the situation, he brought pressure to bear 
on Francis and compelled the viscount to demand 
his daughter. But Anne fled to Queen Mar- 
garet's home at Pau and sheltered herself there. 
But again the royal Henry was not to be balked. 
The king of Navarre was interviewed by Henry's 
ambassador, and Francis brought pressure to 
bear upon him at the king's solicitation; then 
Henry sent her father with an escort to demand 
her. So Anne returned practically a prisoner of 
state. She refused to return to court, but jour- 
neyed to Hever Castle and stayed there, and all 
of the court were curious to know what the king 
would do about it. 

His majesty's " divorce matter," as it was 
called, had assumed the form of a diplomatic is- 
sue. Pope Clement had been interviewed, but in- 
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stead of turning the divorce proceedings over to 
Wolsey to adjudicate, he sent Cardinal Campeg- 
gio to represent him, and took the matter out of 
Wolsey's hands, where it properly belonged. 
The trial was to be held, by the foreign cardinal, 
in England. Shorn of his dignity and power by 
the Holy Father, Wolsey was humiliated to the 
dust and could foresee his downfall. 

In the two years of Anne's absence, Henry had 
chafed and fretted under what he thought was 
ecclesiastical persecution. This had not sweet- 
ened his nature, but added venom to it. He had 
ceased consorting with his wife, and had tried to 
force Katherine to a separate residence; but this 
she flatly refused and followed him wherever he 
went from palace to palace. 

This had divided the court and split it into two 
factions absolutely hostile in view. Some of the 
king's closest and staunchest friends were es- 
tranged. Sir Thomas More and Wolsey sided 
with Katherine, and a great number of the nobles 
also, but secretly. They dared not openly for 
fear of Henry's anger. The dastardly Suffolk 
sided with the king. Norfolk pretended to, but he 
and the duchess really sided with Katherine. 

Each phase of opposition which confronted 
Henry he attributed to the malevolence of his ene- 
mies, and he became morose, sullen and more cruel. 

It takes time and education, fostered by the 
devil, to undo the good in human nature. Henry 
was degenerating into greater willfulness. He 
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daily grew worse, and none knew where it would 
end, for some of his acts assumed the character of 
such malevolence that they bordered on cold- 
blooded murder. 

He had cowed Parliament and bent it to his 
will; had subdued the nobles and had them at his 
beck ; and he had assumed a degree of absolutism. 
It was at this stage that he insisted upon Anne's 
return. She, with her beauteous face and force- 
ful ways, her witty mind and liquid eyes, which 
could fire and flash their anger, yet soften to 
fathomless depths of tenderness and love, became 
a mania and craze for him to possess. Oh, how he 
craved her! With all his soul, fettered though 
he was by the marriage tie, he craved her. His 
hated fetters he would commit murder to break, 
and he would have them broken to secure her! 
It grew upon him as an only panacea, an irresisti- 
ble longing, an insatiable hunger, a lust to have 
Anne Boleyn his very own ! 

What of her? She was determined, willful, un- 
broken! Her dear soul was steel! Her nature, 
her love, unbreakable ! But he would win her — 
no matter how — for he must have her ! He 
would have her — and the devil witness it ! 

He could scarcely contain himself when he 
learned that she had arrived at Hever Castle. 
He chose Wyatt to accompany him thither, for 
an escort was too bunglesome. He would gallop 
wildly towards her, his soul filled with the impa- 
tience of desire. 
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He had Wolsey decide for her father in the dis- 
pute about the Wiltshire earldom, and he carried 
the patents in his pocket, intending to present 
them to her; and he had ennobled her brother by 
creating him Viscount Rochford in the place of his 
father. These would surely please her. 

The two years of her absence had not really 
changed his looks. He had not grown fleshier, 
but more solid, and he looked a god with his fair 
hair and beard, his large, blue eyes and glorious 
complexion, as he sat mounted and galloped along. 

The old seneschal of the castle was surprised 
as the king rode across the drawbridge, and with 
bared head took his bridle rein and held his stir- 
rup for him to dismount. 

" The lady Anne is in the castle? " he inquired. 

" No, your majesty. Lady Boleyn and Mis- 
tress Anne are in the flower garden," the old serv- 
itor replied. 

" Then I will surprise them," he said affably, 
as he hastened away, leaving Wyatt to do as he 
pleased. He saw the ladies walking on the lawn 
among the flowers. From behind a giant yew he 
observed the woman of his heart. Two years had 
changed her, and, if it were possible, into greater 
beauty. How winsome she looked, as all unsus- 
pecting she culled dainty roses, pink as the shells 
of her ears, and placed them to her face to enjoy 
their fragrance! With her pretty hand she laid 
the roses against her snowy bosom framed in lace. 
Every action of her being was an expression, 
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every movement a dream. Her radiant face was 
a picture such as an Hebe might envy. Thus he 
saw and coveted her. 

He could not tarry longer ; his desire to be with 
her would not let him, so he stepped into view. 
Lady Boleyn observed him and, with a little star- 
tled exclamation, drew Anne's attention. How 
quickly she changed! A moment before she was 
animated with the abandon and joy of being home 
again, living in the bliss of suppressed memories, 
lost to care by her interest in gladsome nature 
and reveling in the glory of floral loveliness. Now, 
a shade passed over her beautiful face. Height- 
ened blushes mantled her cheeks at sight of the 
king, and she caught her breath. He saw and in- 
terpreted it unfavorably to himself. At once he 
decided upon his course of action, for win her he 
would. With a sweeping obeisance she inclined 
to him, and her stepmother hastened to give him 
welcome : " You startled us. Sire ! Welcome to 
Hever Castle ! " and the lady bowed low. 

" I could not resist a gallop, and my horse 
brought me to greet our dear truant ! " he an- 
swered cordially, when with bared head, as if he 
was greeting a queen and his equal, he went for- 
ward to meet her. 

At his offered hand, Anne would have dropped 
to her knees, but he prevented her. 

" No, no ! my greeting must be cordial enough 
to detain you voluntarily. I will not have you 
on your knees the minute you see me," and he 
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looked so glad. His joy and greeting seemed so 
cordial and rang with such genuineness that she 
was pleasurably startled by its tone. Somehow it 
seemed different from that of two years before; 
yet she could scarcely tell what the difference was. 
" My humble duty and service I offer your 
majesty," she said, not very cordially, yet with 
stately dignity. 

He looked at her. Oh, matchless womanhood — 
for that was the only change he could see — the 
splendid advancement which enriches beauty and 
soul! His conjuring fancies in her absence kept 
his guilty heart aflame — but now ! She was so 
refined, so pure, so genuinely exalted above her 
former self, that he exclaimed : " Lady Anne, 
you are a very queen without other crowning — 
I should do homage to you ! " and he bent low and 
saluted her hand. 

She would not hear his blandishments unchal- 
lenged, so she answered : " I had hoped that when 
the king had me brought back a prisoner at 
least I should be free from personalities. Is 
Queen Katherine dead. Sire, that you feel free 
to greet me in this way? I had not heard of your 
sorrow.'* 

He saw that he dare not trespass upon her, 
however dearly he coveted her. He must win her 
in some other way than this; he had honestly 
spoken, for she was worthy of every good thing 
he said of her and more. 

" A prisoner, Anne? Yes — one to detain^ for 
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we could not spare you longer. But I see you are 
determined to place me among the friends you 
treat with reserve.'* He said it with a voice 
filled with pathos, having in it the tone of the 
soreness of a wound unhealed as he gazed at her 
sadly. 

" My homage is to England's, and my king, Sire ; 
I can only regard you as such," she answered 
truthfully. 

" Then I should be worthy your regard. The 
past is buried. Lady Anne ; and Henry Tudor de- 
sires you to have a different conception of him," 
he replied with noble dignity. 

She was surprised and began to admire the 
seeming honesty. His grace toward her, while 
cordial, became the king and somehow she did not 
fear him as formerly. 

"Did you hear me call you by a new title? " 
he asked. 

" Yes, Sire, and I do not understand." 

" Then these will help you," and he handed her 
the patents that he had brought. 

"What are these weighty sheep-skins. Sire?" 
she asked, as he placed them in her hands. 

It was with pleasure he replied, for he could see 
that she was pleasantly astonished : " The patents 
to your father's right to the earldom of Wilt- 
shire, and your brother's to your father's place 
in the Rochford title. I give you the joy of first 
apprising them of the fact," and he looked for 
the thanks which were his due. 
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Ainne was pleased, for she could not but be. 
She immediately dropped to her knees and, as in 
duty bound, saluted his hand, which he hindered 
not. She looked so graceful and fair before him, 
and her beautiful hair shone like burnished gold 
as uncoifed she knelt. He then raised her up and 
kissed her. But as a look of revulsion came into 
her face and her cheeks flamed red, he said : ^^ I 
may surely salute my ward without offense. Be 
not too prudish, fair Lady Anne, for I would 
not offend you for the world.'' 

It disarmed her anger, for how could she be of- 
fended at him? He seemed to her to be a new 
man changed from his former self. He saw in her 
a difference, and a joy came into his heart as he 
thought he had adopted the right tactics to win 
her regard. " I am expecting you to return to 
court," he said. 

" Sire, I would rather live peacefully here away 
from those memories that were so painful," she 
replied, as a shadow of unpleasant memories 
crossed her face. 

" Those things never shall occur again. But 
you and I are changed, and. Lady Anne, I have 
come to you for friendship, such friendship as I 
can honorably win and no more. You will under- 
stand as you take your place again, I am sure; 
and some day I know you will accept Henry Tu- 
dor's love, for I am going to win you over your 
own dear will, and beg now only to be your 
friend ! " he ardently said. 
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He looked at her with such honest candor that 
an angel could be decenred, and she was disarmed 
and could only answer : ^ Sire, I am so new, so 
ignorant, fortunately, to this present that I can 
cmly thank you and honor you as my king." 

She never looked more charming as she said it, 
and walked by him who was bare-headed in her 
honor when the viscount met them. 

^ Take these bulky patents from the hands of 
your daughter, my Lord of Wiltshire,** the king 
good-naturedly said, apprising him unconsciously 
of his new title, when the earl dropped to his knees 
and did homage. 

** Refreshments are waiting your majesty," he 
said, delighted at the honor which had come to 
him. 

^^But a stirrup cup, my lord; for I am in 
haste." And his horse was brought and the earl 
held the royal stirrup for the king to mount. 

As the cup was brought to him, he said, look- 
ing at Lady Anne : ^* Until to-morrow, and many, 
many happy morrows now for Henry Tudor.'* 
Thus Anne received her command to return to 
court. 

When the king returned to Barnard Castle, his 
face looked so radiant that Suffolk remarked: 
** Did you see her, Sire? ** 

** Yes ! And she isi the most peerless beauty 
Grod ever made ! ** 

** The little witch — she has grown more beauti- 
ful? ** he asked in a spirit of levity. 
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" Yes. And, Suffolk, you will never repeat that 
expression about the Lady Anne Boleyn," the king 
replied with offended dignity. 

And Suffolk looked at the king. 



CHAPTER XXn 
RETURNED TO COURT 

" The Lady Anne Boleyn ! " the lackeys called, 
as she dismounted from her horse and ran into the 
palace. A splendid suite of rooms was placed at 
her father's disposal by order of the king, and she 
repaired thither with a strange feeling as to what 
it would mean for her to be again a member of the 
queen's staff, by compulsion. 

Later, the king entered the state audience room, 
and being apprised of his doing so, the queen in 
regal state came and placed herself at his side. 
It was all very cold and formal. There was noth- 
ing more than a mere salutation between them, 
for the king rarely spoke a word to the queen. 
He hoped by treating her with contempt to drive 
her from him. But his design failed utterly. 
Katherine's love could not be worn out, but re- 
mained strong and full for her truant husband — 
stronger than when she first gave him her heart. 

" The Lady Anne Boleyn ! " the lackeys called 
again as, habited in courtly dress, she attended 
the evening presentation to do homage upon en- 
tering her majesty's service once more. As she 
knelt at Katherine's feet the queen must have felt 
a heart pang at the sight of her beautiful lady- 
in-waiting; yet she knew that she was there not 
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of her own free will, but by the capricious will of 
her unfaithful husband. 

" So you have returned to us again, Lady 
Anne," the queen said graciously, as Anne took 
her hand and saluted it. " France has agreed 
with you, for you look well. Did you bring a 
message from my dear cousins .'''' she asked, as 
she sidlingly glanced at the king to see what effect 
the brilliant lady was making upon him. But, to 
the wonder of all, the king stood unconcernedly 
mute. 

" Yes, your majesty, a message for your pri- 
vate ear," Anne whispered low, for the two queens 
sent their sympathy and condolence to Katherine, 
but it would not do for Anne to tell her there. 

" Very well, some other time," the queen re- 
sponded alertly, when the king broke his silence 
and spoke : " The Lady Anne Boleyn will resume 
her honored place on the queen's staff." 

Anne's eyes roved over the brilliant assemblage 
for her lost lover. There is that in the soul which 
cannot be eliminated. Love is a mark of divinity 
which never can be entirely effaced because it is 
the impress of the Invisible. The welding of two 
natures into one is as eternal as creation, as ever- 
lasting as God. Anne's soul would have sought 
Percy if her eyes had not ; it would have cried out 
for him if her voice had been silent. She had 
learned that his majesty had retained Percy on 
his personal staff, and she wondered if she could 
trust her heart and judgment near him. Would 
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she be able to control herself? The heayenly 
Jesu knew! 

Percy stood some distance from her, speaking 
to Sir Thomas More. He was the same sterling 
fellow, with his clear cut face, splendid eyes and 
silky hair framed into the grandeur of a Grecian 
god. He saw her, and his face instantly lighted 
up with a pleasurable recognition; but she no- 
ticed there was a sadness expressed in it, a set 
expression, as if a soul-wound marred its repose. 
It was the scar of destiny and marked the man 
ever afterward. Taking out her tablet, she wrote 
a note : " Call with Thomas later," and passing 
it to her brother, George, she bade him hand it to 
Percy. 

Glancing at it, he said : ^^ Is this not courting 
danger, my little sister? " 

With a flash of imperiousness she glanced at him 
as he whisperingly answered : " Not while Anne* 
Boleyn claims liberty." 

" But your every act will be watched, Anne ! " 
he replied, alarmed. 

" Then that is the reason why I am determined 
to assert myself, and begin right. Give me back 
my tablet. I will be my own messenger and speak 
aloud, for I have nothing to fear," she bravely 
responded. 

" Nay, sister," the viscount replied, and he im- 
mediately did her bidding. Later in the evening 
she received the two, and the moment Percy en- 
tered her presence he advanced toward her with his 
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same strong love, unbroken by time, unmarred by 
circumstance, unchanged in fervor, and folded her 
to his heart as he whispered with the rapture of 
a returned bliss : " My darling one, returned to 
me once more! My soul has come to life again. 
It has been dead these two years without you ! " 

His joy was so great, his love so sacred, its ex- 
pression so pure, she could not chide him, nor stay 
him immediately; yet she knew she must. How- 
ever deep his passion, however pure his intention, 
or eloquent his appeal, she must check it. Fate 
already required it, and however much her heart 
might call for him, he was not hers, his lips were 
not hers, but another's. Destiny had irrevocably 
decreed it! 

" Are we not forgetting? I have sent for my 
true knight-champions to talk the matter over, 
for I need grave counsel," she said. 

He looked at her. She had called him to 
thought. He possessed the ignoble thought that 
she had voluntarily come to be near the king of 
her own will, so he answered : " Why, oh, why, did 
you come back ? '' 

" Are you not glad to see me? " she asked, with 
a joy light in her face. 

" Yes ! yes, so glad ! but — ! " and he halted, for 
how could he trespass upon her with a suggestion. 

" But what, my lord? '* she asked with freezing 
dignity, and with proud head and mantling face as 
she tried to comprehend. " What does he mean, 
Thomas? " and she turned to Wyatt. 
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What could they say? How hint, suggest, what 
they knew all the world would think? Again an 
agitated blush began to grow upon her face, and 
as the dawning hint of their meaning came to her, 
painful, burning flushes suffused it with the crim- 
son of shame and anger as she stood before them. 

" Do you two stand there to insult me? '' she 
gasped. " I was brought here almost a prisoner — 
hounded over France and made to return ! Do you 
think Anne Boleyn changed to something shame- 
ful, or why your covert suggestion?" she pant- 
ingly flashed at them with indignation. 

They looked at her, so wise and yet so pure ; so 
ardently desired by the unclean king was this dear 
child of destiny — one whom fate was handling 
and insistent causes claiming in the mad issue of 
the royal household, where a bestial life was trying 
to tie issues with the peerless. They saw her soul 
revolting, and her nature resolved to meet the 
dangers, and Percy said : " I have lived my living 
death these two years past near England's king, 
and — Oh, my darling love, I must tell you — you 
have returned to a tiger's lair ! " 

"Is that the cause of your distress for me? — 
La, la ! my lord ! then I will tame the tiger ! All 
such camivora I have ever seen have been con- 
trolled by man, and it shall be said that this one 
was controlled by a woman ; for I swear, before the 
holy Jesu, I will do it, or be devoured ! " and she 
said it with that dauntless spirit which was her 
charm and brought all men to her feet. 
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" But, Anne, the court is alive with the gossip of 
the king and queen, and now it will center on you," 
Wyatt sorrowfully said. 

" Do you say that to me, Thomas? Think over 
what you have said and apologize. Let them gos- 
sip. I have already met the tiger, and he only 
purrs and is inclined to be velvety. It will rest 
with Anne Boleyn which will win, and if king and 
court decree my subjection — you two bear me 
witness — I will meet them and have both court 
and king beneath my feet, so help me heavenly 
Jesu ! " and she raised her hand on high with her 
face upraised, while both men bowed their heads 
in deepest reverence as if their souls were swayed 
by her vow. 

" Oh, Anne, Anne, I am afraid for you ! " Percy 
said with deep concern as to her future. 

" I am most afraid for you. I will ask you both 
for a pledge. Will you grant me a sacred 
pledge ? " she appealed, with her eyes from their 
fathomless depths of liquid eloquence looking into 
their own. 

By a common impulse they both dropped to their 
knees in front of her, " With all our souls — upon 
our knees as to the Holy Mother! Unreserv- 
edly — yes, even if it is to face hell for you ! " 
they both solemnly answered in the intensity of 
their fervor. 

" Then over that love that burns for me, and 
which I can only ever see in you, swear that, come 
good or ill, in all times and circumstances, by word 
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and deed, you will be Anne Boleyn's true friends, 
brothers and champions, with implicit faith and 
love for her. And I swear with you that I will 
strive to merit it ! " 

" Until death ! " they said, and kissed her hand. 
Percy would have kissed her lips but she checked 
him hastily ! " Never again ! Remember, devo- 
tion's call has changed relationships. Our love 
for each other is now of a grander, deeper nature 
as we face our menacing destiny ! " she almost pro- 
phetically said. 

" And you, Thomas. Do you not agree with 
me ? '* she asked him particularly. 

"Until death! I can only say that!" he 
sighed, for he was pledging his soul. 

" Now I am strong, indeed. Words are useless, 
but my heart thrills with the strength of three. 
And now, good-night ! " and she kissed each 
sacredly on the forehead, and led them to the door 
with the grace of an empress, and dismissed 
them- 

" Is she not the most wonderful woman that you 
have ever known, Thomas? *' Percy had to ask, for 
they stood outside her door for a little while 
scarcely realizing they were there. 

" The most wonderful. May no evil harm her," 
Wyatt thoughtfully replied. 

The battle began the next day. In the queen's 
work-room there was a cabal of jealousy and re- 
sentment against her. The queen had only one of 
her Spanish ladies left who came with her from 
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sunny Castile when Katherme was the affianced of 
Prince Arthur. This was Donna Elvira de 
Scilines who had married Lord Willoughby de 
Eresby. Donna Elvira, from long residence in 
England, had become pretty well Anglicised and 
was the Queen's closest friend. It was only to be 
supposed that Donna Elvira resented the actions 
of the king towards the queen. Lady Rochford, 
the venomous wife of Anne's brother, George, 
naturally endorsed the donna's views, and these 
two formed themselves into leaders of the oppo- 
sition to Anne. 

Of all the stinging, covert remarks, of all the 
hateful hints and suggestions concocted by the 
ingenuity of women, Anne was made to feel that 
she was the cause and center. 

For cruel malice and poisoned venom women can 
sometimes prove themselves adepts. 

Successors to their mother Eve, whose soul was 
dethroned by the vapid lies of earth's great 
falsifier, the evil seems to have descended to such 
as a punishment. Anne's soul was stung, her fair 
fame whipped, her honor blackened, and her pres- 
ence there made a byword by other women. 

She could better understand now the two men 
who gave her their oath and homage the night 
before. She rebelled, and her spirit chafed under 
the indignity, but she could do nothing. 

As the ladies were walking on the terrace, the 
king came and found her. He walked with her 
and she was angry, as she was obliged to endure it, 
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for she observed their glances veiled under cover 
of politeness. 

" Your face has not the sunshine in it to add a 
charm to your lovely being. What has produced 
the cloud? " the king asked passionately^ as he 
looked at her. 

" You need not look for the cause, Sire, for you 
are to blame. I begged you to leave me at Hever 
Castle. You insisted on my returning from 
France over every obstacle and determination of 
mine to remain, and you have here consigned me 
to such a life of torture that I tell you frankly that 
I will not endure it, no, not if you were twenty 
kings in one ! " and she stamped her foot in her 
excitement, while tears of rage fell down her 
cheeks, as she faced the king in her wrath. 

"Great God! Who dare offend you? Better 
far offend me ! S'death — but who are they? " he 
inquired, with blazing eyes. 

" Your whole court. Sire ! I am here by your 
express will — commanded here for insult and to 
have my fair name dragged to infamy by your 
expressed word ! '' and she ran from him to the 
entrance and escaped into the palace, and would 
not respond to his repeated calls to return. 



CHAPTER XXIII 
THE TIGER PURRS 

The court again moved to Greenwich Palace, 
and the king arranged for a hawking party to hunt 
the wild crane which frequented the lowlands be- 
yond the beautiful park surrounding the palace. 
But he had another object in view in this ride. 
He had not seen Anne for a week, and he was de- 
termined to have a talk with her. 

Greenwich Palace was situated on the right bank 
of the Thames, about six miles southeast of Lon- 
don, and was a favorite residence of the king. It 
was one of the old royal residences and housed 
successive kings, eventually passing to Humphrey, 
Duke of Gloucester, then to Henry's father, then 
to Henry himself. The king was bom there, and 
so it had a warm place in his regard. The old 
king was very parsimonious, even to dieting his 
boys. The young giant often stole the cook's 
cakes and got a good fill — sometimes ; and so he 
named the place Placentia. 

It possessed a lordly park of several hundred 

acres reclaimed from the forest adjoining it. 

Walks and gardens, where choicest flowers bloomed, 

and grottoes and velvety lawns abounded, and it 

was a picture of natural green and floral art. 

Riverwards the palace faced terraces which de- 

915 
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scended to the waterside, where royal barges were 
moored. Northwestward a grand view of London 
was visible in the distance ; while across the river, 
the plains of Essex stretched in a great panaroma 
as far as the eye could see. 

Anne rode Hector, which she had adopted again 
as her favorite. She was habited in black velvet, 
relieved with white lace collar and cuffs, and a 
waving aigrette of plumes adorned her rich coif. 
Never woman graced a horse more perfectly, for 
she was a bom equestrienne. 

The king rode at her side, and was determined 
to please her, for he could see how sorely she was 
tried with her enforced attendance on the queen; 
but the king required it, for otherwise he could not 
have her near him, unless — ! The king was here 
with the hope that Katherine would not follow, 
but she had done so and he was at his wits' end 
to know what to do in the matter. 

Katherine was not of the hunting party and he 
was glad, and the hunt started with a sense of 
freedom for him that he would not otherwise have 
had. 

" You have avoided me since you laid your last 
commands upon me, and still I am ready to obey 
you. Lady Anne." He was alluding to her flight 
from him on the terrace and, as she had pleaded 
sickness, she had been excused from attendance 
for a week. She had been really sick, but more 
from mental anguish than anything else, and the 
king had been anxious concerning her. She looked 
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so beautiful, and so full of life as he awaited her 
reply. 

" All your regard, Sire, seems to be for your- 
self. Anne Boleyn is unconscious of having done 
aught to warrant punishment from the king," she 
coolly replied. 

" Punishment — to wait on the queen? " he 
asked, to divine her meaning. 

" No, Sire. Punishment for being your friend," 
she replied. 

" So the clack-tongues bark at you — and you 
mind them? Damn them! I will have it 
stopped ! " and the king's eyes blazed furiously 
as he was thus reminded of the perplexing cir- 
cumstances surrounding him. 

" It can be easily stopped. Sire," she remarked 
and looked meaningly at him. 

" How, my fairest of ladies ? " he courteously 
asked, willing to go to any extreme to please her. 

" By allowing me to return to Prance, which I 
am determined to do," she said with a set purpose, 
which made the king wonder whether she was going 
to run away again. 

" So you are determined to run away again? 
And I am just as determined you shall not if I 
have to secretly guard you. It is not flattering to 
me, the attitude you bear me ; but I will arrange 
for you differently, for I cannot do without you," 
he very positively said. 

"Why detain me. Sire, to be scandalized, re- 
viled, and my good name dragged down to in- 
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famy? " she asked in the spirit of injured inno- 
cence. 

^ No, dear Anne ! To be honored^ Wed and 
adored by Henry Tador! Nay, speak not! I 
have things to tell you that you must hear. Wol- 
sey will soon return from the Holy Father with 
important news, and will have seen the emperor. 
I know the diyorce is assured, and then — ^^ 

But she broke in on him : ^^ Speak no more of it. 
Sire, I beg of you! I have told you that I can 
only consider you as my king." 

^^ And you shall be my queen, Anne ! and he 
said it as if it settled the whole matter. 

** A left-handed honor. Sire. Your troubles 
are increased by my presence and I beg you to re- 
lease me when all will be well.'' 

** If you increase my troubles they are the most 
pleasurable in existence. For years now I have 
sought you constantly, and all I have in return is 
your cool friendship when I would have burning 
love. My blood waxes hot with the fervor of my 
regard for you, while you freeze me with your cold- 
ness.*' His eyes blazed with the intensity of his 
passion. 

" Then, Sire, I am convinced more than ever 
that you are selfish ! You are the king and above 
scandal; yes, you can court it, if you will, with 
impunity. But I, a young maid, must meet its 
waves of venom from your whole court to please 
you, who pour out honeyed words of love, treason- 
ous to your wedded wife; and you care not for 
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the shame and pain to her you so falsely honor,*' 
she said bitterly. 

" Pretty severe. Is it so bad as that? " and 
it made him silently reflect as he listened to her. 

" So bad, Sire, that I will not return to serve 
her majesty, neither will I tamely endure the scan- 
dal of the court, for I can and will fight back! 
If my heart believed the things you tell me of a 
queenship, and so encouraged you, I never should 
be worthy such a place either in your regard, in 
the people's, or my own ! " And she looked at him 
with the indignant scorn of one who was being per- 
secuted and unrighteously wounded. 

He looked at her — superb and majestic she sat 
upon her horse — a perfect woman in his sight. 
Her head was so delicately shaped, while her beau- 
tiful, determined face, her pure complexion, her 
fluffy, burnished hair, and the adorable pose of her 
womanhood, personified character. Her spirit 
matched his, her nature rang strong as his. He 
could not bend her. He knew she would turn into 
a wildcat under insult. He could see that his 
suggestions soiled her, her soul was so clean. But 
he coveted her, and determined to possess her. 

"Why did I not know you sooner, Anne? 
That is my trouble," he said, sighing. 

" Put me from your mind. Sire, other than one 
who admires you as being my king, without the soft 
and guilty blandishments of lovering» that you 
persist in." 

" Great God — I cannot ! You know I cannot ! 
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Are you so cold? Anne Boleyn, you are my de- 
spair! Will you grant me no comfort?'* and he 
held forth his hands toward her. 

" Sire, we might more honorably talk of that 
wjben you are divorced, if you still insist. But 
meanwhile I beg you to excuse my attendance on 
the queen." 

" If I were not mounted I would only grant your 
request by a tribute from your lips. Lord, how 
I covet them ! But there — I am offending you ; 
though I cannot see why you are so cold to me," 
he said, as he watched her riding, matchless in 
her charms. 

" Because my lips are forbidden, Sire. As 
much forbidden as you have sealed another's from 
mine. But I will not talk of that matter, for you 
commanded my attendance to htunty and this seems 
to me a very queer hunt." 

" And you would not have come had I not com- 
manded you. Anne, many damsels would jump 
at the signal of my finger, while you will only come 
when you think you dare not disobey me. You are 
the veritable plague of my life, and I get into all 
sorts of trouble by loving you," he said passion- 
ately. 

" Release your hawk. Sire. Let ours race to- 
gether ! " She slipped the hood of hers and 
started it flying at a heron. 

" The devil take my hawk I I have different 
game, and covet sweeter pleasure ! " and detaining 
her rein, he flung himself from his horse in his 
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passion, and despite her protests, he lifted her 
from the saddle and signed for the groom to take 
the horses. Then he took her hand and lifted it to 
his lips, then lifted the long skirt of her robe and 
placed it on her arm and walked with her. 

" Now you are spoiling my pleasure, Sire," she 
angrily protested as she resisted his claim to dom- 
ineer over her in this forceful way. 

" But I am assuring mine," and he smiled down 
at her. 

" I tell you. Sire, you are selfish, for I love to 
ride." 

^^ I am. And I am going to ask you something 
selfishly. When I am divorced, will you be my 
queen, my adored? Stay — t " for she was begin- 
ning to protest. " You must hear me, for I am 
determined to say it. I love you ! — and I never 
learned to love till I saw you! I covet you! 
Must have you — zriB have you ! Will you be my 
queen when I am free? " he passionately asked her. 

" You have answered your own question, Sire. 
I have no choice if I wished to answer you. Think 
what you ask, and how you ask it ! I will not — 
cannot answer you ! You know I cannot ! " and 
she looked at him with reproachful scorn. 

" Why — Oh, why? " he pleaded. 

" Because, in some after day you will remember 
the circumstance and would despise me for doing 
so," she said with that clear judgment which was 
her charm. 

" You are perfectly adorable ; clearer headed 
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than Henry Tudor! Anne, Anne! What will 
you — can you be to me? " he wildly asked. 

" You best friend, Sire. I would honor and 
reverence my king. Beyond that I will not say 
one word; so it is useless to plead further.'* She 
stood and looked at him with all the radiancy of 
her soul expressed in her face. 

" Now will you release me from my infamous 
bondage of becoming the target for the attacks of 
the court? " she pleaded. 

" Yes, dear Anne," and he signed for the horses, 
lifted her gently to the saddle with the gallantry 
of a lover, and they rode slowly back to the palace. 

It was only a farce of a hunt, but the king had 
measured strength with Anne and found she could 
resist him with an impregnable will. He could not 
but love her and still determined to possess her. 

In the evening he saw her again in the great au- 
dience room. Lord Abergaveny's niece was pre- 
sented with some other ladies who were to be added 
to the galaxy of Katherine's beautiful attendant 
maidens, and notably one who became Anne's most 
bitter enemy — a Mistress Cosyns — a widow of 
one of Henry's dependants and a gentlewoman to 
be cared for. 

When the queen was about to retire, and Anne 
with her. Lady Rochford and Donna Elvira intru- 
sively pushed past Anne to be nearer the queen, 
jostling her intentionally. This might have been 
overlooked, but Lady Rochford was too malignant 
and never could control her tongue. The king was 
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moving towards them, ostensibly to detain Anne 
and speak with her, and he was a witness of the 
affront. Unaware of his majesty's proximity, 
Lady Rochford hissed rather than whispered: 
" Your presence here is an insult after riding alone 
with the king all day ! " She said it with such 
acrimonious venom as to really disarm Anne from 
immediately replying, as no defense could be made 
to the truth, which a vindictive mind had ascribed 
to baseness. 

Anne's soul was stung with this offense almost 
publicly given, and she indignantly replied : " You 
are base indeed! What if the king should hear 
you? " 

" I care not ! for if I were the queen I should 
dismiss a wanton ! " she hissingly retorted. 

" Great God ! You evil-tongued fury ! How 
dare you?" the king called in a voice of anger. 
" What is your complaint of me, since you care 
not? " 

Lady Rochford was caught — caught in a per- 
sonal affront to the king — to his face. Aghast 
she looked at him, then sank to her knees with 
bowed head as she stammered : " I meant it not, 
Sire! I — !" 

" It should be beneath a lady to lie, and malig- 
nant to slander the king, and evil to traduce the 
name of a lady he chooses for company! How 
dare you remark on my actions?" he thundered, 
breaking in on her apology. 

Then to all he said : ** Lady Anne Boleyn is my 
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special friend whom I am proad to admowkdge 
as such. Dare to whisper the least word about her 
and you will answer for it to me in my deep dis- 
pleasure ! " He scowled upon them all in his an- 
ger until his eyes rested upon Anne^ when he said : 
** Lady Anne, you are excused from further at- 
tendance upon the queen. I will not have you the 
butt of the evil tongues which eject their venomed 
poison ! '' 

Glancing at Lady Rochford, who was nearly 
frightened out of her wits as she knelt before the 
king, he said : ^ Lady Anne, your sister-in-law 
has something to say to you in our presence since 
you so grace it.** 

Anne walked to the king and he bowed to her 
with almost homage as he placed her at his side. 
" Sire, I beg — ! '* Lady Rbchford began, but with 
an impatient gesture he motioned toward Anne, 
when the lady gasped : ^^ Lady Anne, I apologize 
for my rudeness ! I — ! '* 

" And the devil if I would excuse it ! " the king 
bluntly commented as he escorted Anne to her 
father's apartments and bowed her from his pres- 
ence. Lady Rochford, rudely ignored by the king 
as she knelt with the gaping courtiers round her, 
arose from her knees with such bitter rage in her 
heart and enmity towards Anne that it marred 
her really beautiful fac^ as she hastily betook 
herself to the queen's apartments. 



CHAPTER XXIV 
DURHAM HOUSE 

Durham House was situated less than a mile 
from Barnard Castle and was built back from the 
river which it faced. It possessed delightful 
grounds, made more so by the gardeners' skill in 
its matchless flower beds, majestic trees and vel- 
vety lawns which gently sloped towards the silvery 
river. It belonged to the wealthy See of Durham, 
and, having fallen vacant, the king formally turned 
it over with its rich revenues to the Earl of Wilt- 
shire, but really to his favorite, the Lady Anne. 

Henry had given Anne a little court of her own, 
with Mary Wyatt, Anne Saville and Margaret 
Gaynsf ord as ladies to attend her ; and with George 
Zouch for her special equerry, and other attend- 
ants for her service. 

Anne's father and the Duke of Norfolk were 
clearly informed that Anne was destined to become 
the future queen pending the divorce issue. This 
had excited in Norfolk's mind keen disappoint- 
ment, for he knew that all the old aristocrats 
would be as jealous as could be if his niece should 
be preferred and elevated above them all; and his 
own duchess would be a prominent one among them, 
even though she would then be the queen's aunt. 

But what the king said had to be, as all believed. 

226 
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Anne was a Howard and the duke's family throu^ 
her would be exalted, and perhaps he could use her 
influence against Wolsey, and climb to his place, 
which he coveted so much. 

So Durham House became a gay center of bril- 
liant life. Daily the king was rowed there, and of 
course the court had to follow. Henry watched 
with jealous eyes any who missed, and snubbed 
and punished them accordingly. This treatment 
bent them his way, even to Sir Thomas More. 
Wolsey had not yet called, for he had just returned 
from abroad, and all wondered what the great 
cardinal would do. As the queen under any cir- 
cumstances would not call, Henry had a place 
where he could get away from her ; so he often held 
audiences at Durham House. One by one the 
great duchesses, headed by the Princess Mary, 
came. Anne treated them most graciously, though 
her soul rebelled under her false character, for the 
rougher element of the city and some of the priests 
and preaching Fathers had dared to call her the 
king's mistress. The king had punished some se- 
verely, but this was the secret talk, and most of 
it was kept from her. 

The king had so insisted that his cause was just 
that Anne was beginning to believe his plausible 
lies somewhat ; and her brother, George, whom she 
loved, with her father and family, urged her to 
woo the crown, and they frowned on her treatment 
of the king. Norfolk, with a coterie who were 
deceitful, and who hoped to climb with her, also 
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urged her until her opposition was weakened 
toward the gilded honor ; though her strong sense 
of right and her sanity caused her to make the 
queenship, and the lawful acknowledgment by Par- 
liament and Church, the price of virtue, if it had 
to be. 

This did not altogether please the king or Suf- 
folk; the latter would rather have had her the 
king's mistress and done with it; and the king, 
with all his blandishments, would rather have had 
it so too, but the little lady had too strong a will 
for them. 

Percy secretly advised her, and though his was 
a slow revenge on the king, yet he was his implaca- 
ble enemy, and determined to thwart his designs 
with Anne if possible. Anne did not always agree 
with him, but to offend or please, he determinedly 
lived to guard her destiny. He and Wyatt were 
at Durham House as much as they dared be and 
were her faithful watchdogs to jump at her bid- 
ding. 

Her residence was splendidly designed for hold- 
ing court, with its greater aiid lesser audience 
chambers, ample corridors and galleries. Anne's 
ante-chamber was always crowded, and a large 
assemblage usually gathered in the great audience 
room, pending the king's arrival. 

One morning, two months after Anne's court 
had been set up at Durham House, the king was 
expected to give an audience to many. Sir 
Thomas More had already arrived, having come 
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down the river in his barge to meet the royal 
Henry. He was a scholarly figure, possessed fas- 
cinating ways, a wide knowledge and marvelous 
wit. He had irregular features, gray eyes which 
saw everything, so restless were they, and brown 
hair tinged with gray and carelessly arranged. 
His dress and walk were careless, but his mind was 
keenly alive to greater things. He was filled with 
a sadness, and reverence at times far above com- 
mon things. 

Doctor Cranmer, a Cambridge lecturer and a ris- 
ing man, whom the king had recently elevated to 
be Archdeacon of Taunton, walked in with Doctor 
Linacre, the king's first physician. Others fol- 
lowed, among them some of the great scholars of 
the time. 

" I hear that Cambridge is grieved because Ox- 
ford is trying to coax you from her,'* Sir Thomas 
More remarked to Cranmer. 

" Oxford overestimates my ability, Sir Thomas," 
he replied, but he looked pleased at the compli- 
ment. 

" Oxford is astonishing the literary world with 
Grocyn's lectures. He studied under Chancon- 
dylas the Greek, whose translations are a dream. 
Grocyn is clever," said Sir Thomas, as he bowed 
across the room to the Princess Mary, whom he 
saw looking his way. 

" Grocyn is one of our coming men and will grow 
stronger with years," Cranmer replied to what the 
doctor said. 
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Many gathered around the brilliant group as 
they talked^ when Sir Thomas continued : " Lin- 
acre, here, has translated Galen, and is adding 
experimental science to his treatment of medicine. 
I shall doubt the king's compliment if you are dis- 
patched to us when sick, for you may want to ex- 
periment on us," and More laughingly looked at 
Linacre. 

" It will be my opportunity to get even with 
some of you," the great physician replied. 

" I don't feel grateful to the Florentine Politian, 
for his lectures bide in the doctor's memory. I 
think I shall be safer if you are sent to us instead," 
Surrey remarked, as Doctor Butts strolled towards 
them and Surrey laid his hand upon the doctor's 
shoulder. 

" Don't be too sure, Surrey, for when I get re- 
vengeful I can add a little ticklishness to my bo- 
luses which might put distress in your verses," he 
laughingly retorted. 

" Nothing but bookishness and learning nowa- 
days. It is getting so common that we shall all 
be able to write our names like the king. Lady 
Anne is reading some book yonder," said the prin- 
cess who had joined them, as she indicated Lady 
Anne, who sat looking at a book. " And Surrey 
is poring over verses, and Wyatt is scribbling. 
Oh, we are living in an advanced age ! " and she 
laughed. 

" I would read my verses to your highness, but 
the king specially asked me to write some» which 



280 ANNE BOLEYN 

debars me,'* Surrey remarked rather conceitedly. 

"Perhaps Thomas will favor us?" and Anne 
Saville looked expectantly at Wyatt. 

" Nothing but the scribblings of fancy and not 
worth the trouble/' Wyatt replied, not willing to 
comply with her wishes. 

" We are curious, Thomas," the royal duchess 
really commanded. 

" Your highness flatters me," Wyatt, replied, 
and bowed and read : 

" We all get very learned 

As through this age we go^ 
The world is overturned 

By Vespucci Amerigo. 

Sir Thomas' Utopia 
Has changed current thought 

In ' no-where ' land of great ideals 

Where men live as they 'ought.' 

" Galen lives in learned minds 
Who itcb to experiment; 
And doctors wake^ when mortals quake^ 
As pains their frames torment. 
Greek, by Grocyn's returned to Ufe, 
Colet, with zeal o'erflows, 
And lazy priests are mad with rage 
As their trickery's exposed." 

A shout of laughter followed the reading of this 
doggerel on the scholars who were present, and 
Anne exclaimed as she came to them : " You have 
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outdone yourself, Thomas. Skelton will be jeal- 
ous of you. Wolsey should be here to note your 
remarks on the priesthood, when you would have 
his ill-will. Doctor Cranmer, what do you think 
of the agitated reforms? " she continued, turning 
to the archdeacon. 

" The age is past when we can be bound with su- 
perstition. His majesty enjoys plain preaching 
like Colet's and Latimer's, as you have observed," 
he replied. 

**What work are you reading. Lady Anne?" 
the austere and rather bigoted Stokesley, Bishop 
of London, blandly inquired. 

"You must guess, my lord, and then I don't 
know that I shall admit it if you guess truly," 
Anne replied, for she did not like him. 

" ' The City of God,' by Sir Thomas More? " 
Wyatt suggested. 

" Erasmus' * St. Jerome,' " Cranmer ventured. 

" Please don't guess, for I fear to tell you, and 
I might be censured by some. Queen Margaret 
gave me the book to read, and that is the reason 
for my doing so," Anne said playfully, as the king 
entered with Wolsey and SuflFolk, and was followed 
by a train of the great nobles. 

Henry advanced, acknowledging salutations as 
he came. Cordially he joined the group, smil- 
ingly bowed to his sister, and boyishly remarked: 
" Mary, you are getting fat ! " 

" I can outride you yet. Sire ! " she retorted. 

Gallantly he saluted Anne's hand, detaining her 
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from dropping to her knees by saying : " I need 
your assistance on matters concerning you.*' He 
then escorted her to his private audience room to 
the curiosity and envy of many, and to the aston- 
ishment of Wolsey, who understood in a moment the 
advance she had made in the king's affections and 
the important factor she had become in the diplo- 
matic divorce issue. 

Wolsey was somewhat cowed, for he had learned 
that the impatient king had sent his secretary, 
Knight, to the Holy Father, and that he actually 
saw him and returned with a valueless letter of 
compliments, but nothing more of importance; 
while Wolsey did not get an audience with Pope 
Clement because he had been shut up by Emperor 
Charles in the Castle of St. Angelo, but afterward 
escaped and fled to Orvieto. 

Seated by the side of the king, Anne faced the 
great statesman who had become her implacable 
enemy for robbing him of his adopted son, and 
being, what he considered, the foundation of the 
king's domestic trouble. 

" Well — what have you done? " the king sur- 
lily asked as he saw from Wolsey's actions that his 
mission had been a failure. 

Wolsey had never before disclosed diplomatic 
issues before anyone with the king, but always had 
had a private audience with his majesty; and so 
he hesitated, as Suffolk, Norfolk and Lady Anne 
were present, all three bitterly opposed to him and 
he to them. For a moment the king wavered. 
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Old custom, when Wolsey appeared a marvel 
and pushed the king to the front as one of the 
three great kings in Christendom, made him waver ; 
but the king could not turn the others out, and, 
in his growing conceit, he thought he now matched 
his chancellor in statesmanship. 

" You will consider this a private audience, for 
I have no secrets to be kept from the future queen 
of England," Henry said, and looked stolidly be- 
fore him. All in the room were amazed at this 
open statement. It was the most open the king 
had made, and caused Anne to redden almost to 
crimson, for she could not, dare not, deny it. 

" I did not see His Holiness — ! " Wolsey said, 
when the king broke in on him : " Did not see him? 
Then what the devil did you go for? " the king 
roared. 

" Sire, you entrusted me with the greatest dip- 
lomatic issue you consider you have given me. I 
found there were others to be consulted beside the 
Holy Father, whom his Holiness would be more 
willing to respond to than yourself," Wolsey re- 
plied with dignity, for Norfolk and SuflFolk were 
regarding him with secret joy at his discomfiture. 

"You mean the emperor. Did you see him? " 
the king impatiently asked. 

" I did, Sire, and Francis also, and I bring you 
their advice," he replied. 

"And what was it? Out with it!" the king 
commanded roughly. 

" Sire, I dare remind you that in diplomatic is- 
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sues it IS best for your majesty to first hear your 
ambassador privately," for he was unwilling to 
disclose the weighty conference he had with Charles 
and Francis, and certainly not to tell it before 
Anne. 

Anne could see that the tidings Wolsey had 
brought affected her; and in her honesty of soul 
she was determined to know, for why shouldn't she? 
So she whispered, leaning over towards the king: 
" Sire, why should there be secrets kept from me, 
after what you have told me? " 

"What did the emperor and Francis advise? " 
the king insisted, ignoring Wolsey's plea for pri- 
vacy. 

" Sire, will you not spare the Lady Anne? " the 
cardinal flatly asked. 

" No — speak out ! She must hear, as she is 
to be your queen when I get that divorce," the 
king growled. 

" Then, Sire, on that account I beg you to spare 
her my message from the emperor and the King 
of France ! " 

" The devil, Wolsey, I am sick of your secrecy, 
and also your failures — out with it ! " the king 
roared as he saw the cardinal's embarrassment. 

" Sire, the Emperor Charles and King Fran- 
cis advise that it is impossible for you to entertain 
thoughts of marrying Lady Anne Boleyn, and 
they suggest she be, as they suspect she is, your 
mistress," and the cardinal said it under command 
and looked coldly before him on the ground. 
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With a look of horror Anne arose from her seat, 
Hvid with shame and rage, and confronted the car- 
dinal, as she said : " You dastardly false priest ! 
you unclean minister of sacred things ! you shame- 
ful travesty on all good! the Holy Mother will 
curse you ! " and with all her purity she swept 
from the room, the king calling after her: " Come 
back. Lady Anne ! " but she waved her hand, point- 
ing towards Wolsey as she indignantly said: 
" You listen to it, and do not kill him ! '* 



CHAPTER XXV 
A HIGH RESOLVE 

In the summer of 15^ the dreaded sweating 
sickness (Sudor Anglicus) swept over England. 
Anne and her father took it and were preserved as 
by a miracle when thousands died. It gave Wol- 
sey a new return of influence, for the scourge tem- 
porarily weakened the king's passion for Anne. 
The fear of death drove him back to Katherine, 
and he had been kept busy dodging the dreaded 
plague by fleeing over the country from it. Percy 
and Wyatt happened to be at Durham House 
when the plague broke out there, and the king im- 
mediately issued drastic orders that all should 
stay there and away from him. This pleased the 
two, for they took charge and had Anne removed 
to Hever Castle, and so preserved the lives of them 
all. 

After the scourge had spent itself, Anne busied 
herself in reinstating the wrecked families in their 
homes, ministering to and aiding the needy, caring 
for the orphans, and commencing a life of active, 
conscientious goodness, which made her beloved by 
her own country-side. 

She never felt more happy than then when her 

dearest friends were with her. Every day they 

planned to make a day of joy and blessing to 
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somebody, and this spirit of goodness seemed to 
be communicated to her person — for a radiancy 
alw^ays proceeds from good — and she became 
more beautiful. She had ordered her life so regu- 
larly and so filled it with beneficence as to make 
herself adorably gracious and the envy of all about 
her. One thing only was in her soul which she 
concealed, had to conceal, her love for Percy, who 
had been the main factor in saving her life from 
the plague. He had watched her, nursed her, con- 
trolled her in delirium, and courted the plague 
when he kissed her back to sanity as she babbled 
his name. He had consented to her every foolish 
fiction in her flights of fancy, and taken her in his 
arms from time to time, like a child, until conva- 
lescence. He never broke or wavered in his fidel- 
ity ; only in the secret of his soul he loved her more 
than ever. Each worshiped the other in secret, 
yet they had to strangle it because of an inexo- 
rable destiny; for they lived in an age when the 
king's command was the highest law, and from 
which there was no appeal. 

Unforgettable factors burned in Anne's brain 
— the perfidy of the king and the world sentence 
upon her life. Kings, nobles, conmions, all leagued 
against her in one foul slander. The world called 
her, and endeavored to compel her to adopt the 
loathsome and soul-degrading position of the king's 
mistress. She could not understand it; she had 
searched her soul again and again to see where 
she had erred. King and court, circumstance and 
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position, all had emphasized it. In foreign courts 
her good name had been bandied about and all en- 
dorsed the slander; even the Holy Father had en- 
couraged it, condoning the sin in the king; and 
only her own little, faithful few about her believed 
in her and knew her to be innocent. 

The year of plague had searched her soul, in- 
tensified her beauty, and developed within her a 
gracious compassion for the distressed. It had 
embittered her toward evil, ripened in her a natu- 
ral, inherent good, and steeled her to a virtue that 
she resolved to intensify and keep prominent be- 
fore the holy God wherever her destiny led. The 
bitterness of separation was life's crucible. Whilst 
the process meant burning, the after results paid 
in the glory of a holy character. 

Anne had been reading the gospels, and they 
had comforted and consoled her when the Holy 
Father had left her to be a wanton, had suggested 
pleasant things to the perfidious king, and left her 
to go to — ! 

" The king's mistress ? — never ! I will measure 
points with him ; and the whole world, and the great 
hereafter shall never say I was that ! Oh, Wolsey ! 
Oh, Henry Tudor ! Oh, Pope and people ! — ■ I will 
show you all, single-handed as I am, and a woman, 
that I can fight you all ! If I am ever his mistress, 
it shall be when he obeys me after marriage vows, 
or slays me for my opposition ! " Thus she often 
soliloquized. 

Marred only by this cloud which hung over 
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Anne, she and her friends rode and hunted, ram- 
bled and visited together in the abandon and joy 
of absolute freedom. Never a queen so idolized 
as Anne; never services more joyously rendered 
each other. 

At first Doctor Butts visited the castle. After 
convalescence, Henry Norris came a few times; 
then there was an intermission ; after which Norris 
came more frequently. As he was one of Anne's 
faithful knight ^champions, she suspected his visits 
had been because he had reminded the king about 
her, so as to be able to come, for he dearly loved 
to visit with them. 

It was a case where the selfishness of her friends 
could unconsciously harm her, for Henry Norris' 
visits fanned the king's flame. 

The richness of a bountiful harvest following 
the terrible plague, with the fields a mass of wealth 
from the Providential hand, was a suggestion of 
Omnipotent care. The honeysuckle trailed in lux- 
uriant fragrance, lavender and rosemary, with 
sweet-briar and roses, enriched the morning air, 
as Anne, surrounded by her loving friends, crossed 
the drawbridge and entered the forest for their 
morning ride. 

" From a hint which Norris gave the last time 
he was here, I am afraid the king will soon spoil 
our pleasure. With one exception this has been 
an ideal time for us all, and for me in particular," 
Percy remarked to Anne as they rode along. She 
knew " that one exception " meant their devotion 
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to each other. They rode along for a while with- 
out speaking, the gentle breeze kissing her cheeks 
and playing with some vagrant strands of her hair 
which refused confinement. She looked at him, at 
his handsome face, for the year which had prom- 
ised such dire things for them all had ended in this 
blessed peace and restoration. Time and nobility 
of soul had developed every feature, every muscle 
and fiber of the man, for when the soul is inclined 
to good, the body responds like a true mate-fel- 
low. Percy rode beside her with the grandest en- 
dowment of healthy and with that only " one ex- 
ception " to mar his happiness — the loss of her 
love. 

" Can you not respond to my thoughts, Anne? *' 
he asked tenderly. 

" Heartily, with that one exception, for it is 
forbidden and dangerous. We are no more un- 
schooled children, and even in this hard trial we 
are happy. Nan, are we not happy? " she called 
to Anne Saville and the rest. 

" May our troubles never be heavier. What put 
such a question in our princess' head? " she ban- 
teringly asked, for they had given her the pet 
name of " princess " because of her imperiousness, 
which they so much enjoyed. 

" Forbidden subjects, which Percy suggested," 
she retorted. 

" If you did not say so I should say he was in- 
capable of it," she replied. 

" It was a passing thought. Yet, somehow, I 
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feel that you and all of us will soon be recalled, 
and what then? " he earnestly asked. 

" I shall be slow to obey, and willful beyond 
control. I have grown to hate the court, Wolsey, 
the oily tongued Suffolk and the king. Henry is 
goaded to his worst qualities and his brutal nature 
stops at nothing. Oh, we are happy here, and 
would it could be so always ! " she said, as she put 
Hector to a gallop and rode with an abandon as if 
no burden oppressed her. 

" If the king begins all over again, hatches ex- 
cuses for his conduct, and speciously invents new 
tales, what will you do? " he asked, for he would 
be clearly answered. 

" Meet him, Percy, and resist him with the truth. 
Fight the battle harder than ever, and in every 
way thwart him — ! '* 

" And eventually become QUEEN ^ and what 
then? '' he asked, breaking in upon her, and looked 
at her with that fateful look as of a man robbed 
of his dearest possession, and his judgment torn 
by the pain of his loss. " Oh, I dread seeing you 
our qtueen, lovely princess ! '* he said with a sad 
break in his voice, and it was well they were riding 
fast, for the quick action detracted from the blis- 
tering yearning of their souls. 

" I am not queen, thank the holy Jesu ! and 
thank God for all the barriers opposing it, from 
the Holy Father down, for they are my strength. 
Another strong factor against my becoming so is 
my unsullied soul, though fate has dealt unkindly 
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with it. But Henry Tudor and all the world has 
to deal with the breaking of Anne Boleyn ! " she 
cried with the spirit and bravery of a lioness. 

" Heaven bless you, princess ! '* Percy fervently 
ej aculated. 

The country-side was beautiful in reviving Eng- 
land. The little hamlets they passed through were 
sparsely peopled. The gardens were little in evi- 
dence, for the main strength of labor was in the 
fields lying rich with their harvest burden, while 
the orchards were laden with their ripening fruit 
and the flowers hung in massive clusters, in prodi- 
gal wealth of richest bloom. 

" Who is the horseman overtaking us? '* Wyatt 
called, as they saw a rider advancing at full speed. 
" It is Norris," he added. 

" Welcome, Henry ! " Anne called in friendly 
greeting as he rode up. 

" Perhaps not so welcome when you learn the 
news. But you shall answer for yourself when, 
after reading this, you favor us," he said as he 
handed Anne a king's missive and greeted them all. 

" Where are you from? " Mary Wyatt asked. 

" From Hampton Court. I rode to Bridewell, 
then exchanged horses and came on here. A 
pretty good ride," he commented happily. 

Anne read the king's note : 

" Dear Lady Anne: 

** Too long you have been away from our sight. We 
are dull without you. Return to us. Your father 
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and court await you at Durham House. He has my 
commands. Farewell till I see you^ and soon. 

" Henry." 

" It has come. The king commands my return,*' 
and Anne, in a spirit of vexation, reached over and 
handed the note to Percy. 

" Come here, Henry, close to me, for I would 
talk with you." Norris rode to her side. " What 
made the king think of sending for me?*' she 
asked. 

" He is getting unbearable and chafes daily for 
you. He is growing wild about you, princess. 
Suffolk, Norfolk and Wolsey, all of them, don't 
want you, but the king does," Norris said. 

Anne sat and reflected while Norris went on: 
^' The Princess Mary and the old duchesses are de- 
termined to kill your influence with the king. They 
have agreed to treat you politely before Henry, 
but will crucify you when he is not near you." 

" A pleasant prospect," Anne commented 
grimly, as a determined look settled in her eyes. 

" Wolsey and the two dukes are in agreement, 
only the two will desert Wolsey when the king de- 
termines. They would sink their souls for ambi- 
tion, and they know the king is pressing Wolsey 
hard for a divorce." So Norris communicated 
the latest court news. 

" Then they are all arrayed against me," Anne 
commented as she sighed. 

" All, princess. There is treachery on every side 
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of you, and the worst untellable! " he said m right- 
eous anger. 

" Is Suffolk at the bottom of it? " she asked, 
with every sense alert to hear the truth from her 
friend. 

" Yes, princess, the villain would encompass 
your ruin. But you have faithful friends, dearer 
than blood ties ; for we shall brave death for you 
to defeat the wiles of the two. Suffolk is more 
treacherous, for the other one declares himself to 
be your lover ! '* and Norris spoke with a blister- 
ing indignation. 

" And I am commanded to go and meet it all ! " 
she said with sadness, as he spoke openly to them. 
" Will you aid your princess in her battle? " she 
asked, as she looked around upon them with a 
flushed face and panting breath, and the beauty of 
the Holy Mother upon her. 

" We shall go and share with you, princess ! " 
they all exclaimed. 

" Then I can brave my destiny with my heart 
companions. You know I love you all dearly ! " 

She put her horse to a gallop and, with Percy 
beside her, they rode back to the castle. 



CHAPTER XXVI 
A VIIXAINOUS PLOT 

" We have had a sane spell at court even if the 
plague has demoralized us for a time. But it's 
all going to be upset again over that worse plague 
— the king's passion! And there is talk of her 
aiming at being queen t Utterly impossible ! " 
Lady Rochford vindictively hissed to Lady Mary 
Percy (or the Countess of Northumberland we 
should more properly call her because Percy had 
succeeded to his father's title) while the two dis- 
cussed Anne's return to court. They were joined 
by the Duchess of Norfolk, Lady Dacre and Donna 
Elvira when Anne's name became the prominent 
topic. 

" We must assiduously cut her and make her 
feel it. She should be ashamed to return when the 
country rings with the scandal of her doings with 
the king ! " Lady Rochford venomously said. 

" I cannot see that it is so much Anne as the 
king. I have never seen Lady Anne Boleyn overly 
forward with his majesty — never ! " the Countess 
of Northumberland ventured to say, for she al- 
ways had kindly feelings towards Anne. 

" Fie, Mary Percy ! your husband has now been 

with her over a year, and if I were as prominent 

with another man for that length of time my good 
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name would suffer," Lady Rochford retorted. 

" Don't quarrel, ladies ! But it is best for us 
to have nothing to do with her if we can get out of 
it. The king is so sensitive concerning her,'' 
Donna Elvira remarked. 

" Oh, we all have to be hypocrites before him ! 
But the Countess of Dacre doesn't have to associ- 
ate with such people. The court is demoralized 
by one pretty face even if that one is a Howard," 
said the countess, looking at the Duchess of Nor- 
folk. 

^' Let her alone. I am most anxious the king 
will treat her as he has many another we know. 
Men's infidelities are abominable, and the king 
aims to imitate King Louis XII, but he has not the 
elegance or nerve," the Duchess of Norfolk 
croaked, and gave an indignant sniff. 

" Are you going to acknowledge her ? " Lady 
Rochford asked the duchess in amazement. 

" She is our kinswoman, Rochford, and we shall 
have to whether or no ! you know that ! But her 
becoming queen is out of the question. I am most 
concerned about that," the duchess replied. 

" How can we prevent it ? " Lady Dacre asked. 

" Here comes one who will help us, and right 
gladly, for he secretly hates her," Lady Rochford 
said, as Suffolk came into the audience room and 
she beckoned to him. 

"A secret cabal, ladies? Whose fair name is 
suffering? Your face looks prettier wreathed in 
smiles than with the scorn of tearing a victim to 
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pieces^ you sweet Iimooent," he whispered to Lady 
Rochiord as he bent to her ear, which made her 
blush, for she was very fond of the handsome duke. 

" We want the princess to jom us in a conspir- 
acy against the king's pet. She is to return to 
court," Lady Rochford said with a bewitching 
smile. 

"Oh, is that your little plot? Snub, torture, 
play hypocrite, and try to put the king's dainty 
darling into a pucker? Why you cannot do it! 
she has the best of you all ! can turn you all down» 
shut you out of her house, and make the king an- 
gry with the lot of you ! Or, she can keep out of 
your way and never give you a chance at her, 
for she can simply curl the king round her finger ! *' 
the duke laughingly joked, yet telling the truth. 

" If the princess would join us and lead the 
conspiracy she could influence the king to make 
her what the world calls her. For, duke, she never 
can be queenj^^ the Duchess of Norfolk slowly said, 
looking at him like an old mother eagle. 

" Then you think my wife, because she is the 
king's sister, can influence him away from a pretty 
woman? You don't Icnow men — why, I would 
storm hell to get at one, especially if she were as 
beautiful as Anne Boleyn ! " he said, as he covertly 
winked at Lady Rochford to tease her. 

" Duke, you are blas^, but it's the othet matter. 
Anne Boleyn is determined to lady it over us all, 
and she haift the nerve. Biit it must be stopped! 
We all must be leagued against her on one point 
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— she can be whatever the king wishes, but queen^ 
NEVER!" said the Duchess of Norf<dk so on- 
phatically thai her old eyes blinked. 

** Why, ladies ! Would not the dainty Boleyn 
make a regal beauty? She is incomparable! The 
king says so, and he is a good judge. I can see 
you all bobbing and bowing to her as gracefully as 
wildcats ! Ha, ha, ha ! and the pretty little witdi 
queening it in great shape, ha, ha, ha ! " and 
Suffolk laughed heartily as he looked at their 
faces. 

" You are a perfect devU, Suffolk, and I shall 
never let you kiss me again!" Lady Rochford 
whispered angrily as she turned sidlingly to him. 

" I am going to repent and then you will," he 
whispered back, when Lady Dacre said : " It's 
impossible! don't tease, Suffolk. Help us if you 
can, for it's too serious," and the countess looked 
acidly at him, for the very thought of it soured 
her. 

" Here is the princess. Now, Suffolk, behave, 
or you will be sat on ! " and Lady Rochford 
moved further from the duke as the princess walked 
to them. 

" We are holding a little conspiracy, your high- 
ness, on the king's mistress. We were discussing 
the prospect of doing homage to a new wife," Lady 
Norfolk gloomily said to the princess. 

" Henry will never marry her, ladies. Impossi- 
ble ! " the princess emphatically replied. 

" But she intends to marry the king ; she is art- 
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ful and high-headed with her mock virtue. She 
will catch the king as sure as fate, for she is an- 
gling to perfection — and I hate her ! " Lady 
Rochford hissed rather than spoke. 

" No, no ! it can never be ! the country rings 
with the scandal of what they call her! We tol- 
erate her because we are obliged to," the princess 
speciously said. " But I would be one to help 
abduct and fly away with her rather than that 
she should ride over us all,'^ she added, as her 
face grew grave. 

" That is a good scheme, princess. Why not 
have the king consent to a mild abduction where 
he can enjoy her prettiness privately? " Lady 
Rochford evilly asked on account of the hatred 
she bore Anne. 

" Duke, you can be the villain and do it, and we 
will inveigle her into your hands, and his majesty 
can detain her at his pleasure until the edge of 
his fondness wears off somewhat. And — ! '* 

" You are the most delightful schemer on earth. 
By gad ! that would be a bold trick ! Perhaps the 
king might lamely consent as a quick route to his 
adorable affections," and the duke winked at Lady 
Rochford behind the back of the princess, and she 
had to turn away for fear of being caught in a 
flirtation. 

" Have you the courage, duke, to suggest it to 
the king? " Donna Elvira asked. 

" It's the best scheme I ever heard and should 
satisfy even the royal Henry," she added, and 
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watched the duke as he knit his brows and re- 
flected. 

After a little while he said : " I will try." And 
he sauntered away still thinking, and betook him- 
self to his majesty's private audience room, to 
which Norris admitted him. 

The royal Henry was gloomy and his soul was 
restless to see Anne. Hte looked upon matters as 
all tending to thwart and hinder him in his desire. 
Cardinal Campeggio was here to try his case, and 
had shown him the Pope's leniency in granting him 
a judicial divorce decretal, but the wily prelate 
kept the document and enjoined secrecy pending 
the formal trial. So time lagged heavily on his 
hands, for both cardinals used all their influence 
to secure a reconciliation between the king and 
queen. Parliament, the nobles, all, endeavored to 
force him back to Katherine, but he loathed and 
detested the very thought of it. 

Anne, with her sparkling ways and delightful 
wit, her rare soul of purity, her honesty of speech, 
and her peerless dignity, suited him exactly. He 
had summoned her back to Durham House, but 
while the earl and countess were there she had not 
come. 

He wanted so much to see her, for more than a 
year had elapsed since he had seen her. But she 
was not eager to see him. " What would she 
think of him? What did she think of him for his 
neglect? " Thus he sat and thought as the duke 
entered. 
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^*^l8 Wolsey in the audience room? " he asked. 

" No, Sire.'' 

" That old Campeggio is hunting and hawking 
instead of attending to my matter," he growled, 
as he looked surlily before him. 

" They are slow, Sire. Cannot you force con- 
clusions from them ? " and Suffolk eyed him keenly 
so as to measure the man. 

" It is delay — delay ! First one thing and 
then another," and the king shifted uneasily 
in his chair. 

" I would suggest, Sire, that you let them know 
that you are the fcmgr," Suffolk boldly said; but, 
as if he took no notice of the suggestion, the king 
grumbled on : " And old, gouty Campeggio 
thinks and acts like Clement. Why the old dolt 
is as unbending as a post, and as stiff for etiquette 
as the emperor. But if matters don't come my 
way soon, I can take some of that out of him." 
The king looked the disgust he felt 

" These priests are a deal too bold. Sire," Suf- 
folk remarked, for he had no love for priests and 
very little for religion. 

" It is to wear me away from my little Boleyn — 
damn them! The little woman refuses to obey 
my commands. Durham House is open, but Anne 
is not there," the king said, for he was nonplussed 
at being disobeyed. 

'^ And so she disobeys? She is a headstrong 
little lady and has a strong personality," the duke 
commented, playing into the king's hands. 
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" She 18 unlike the rest, Suffolk. I have broken 
some, but her soul is steel and as pure as the 
Virgin's." 

" Wouldn't you like to have her at your feet to 
obey your wishes and consent to your desires, 
Sire.'' " the duke asked, as if he possessed some 
method of bringing it about. 

" What do you mean, Suffolk? " 

" You might be offended were I to tell you, but 
there is a way. Sire.*' 

" What deviPs scheme are you suggesting? " 
the king asked quickly, eying him keenly. 

" I have been thinking for you. Sire, more con- 
cernedly than you imagine. What if she could be 
placed in a position where she could be lovingly 
detained by yourself, and where you could mold 
her to your will? " and the duke stopped to see 
what effect his suggestion had upon the king. 

"Out with it! Bow could it be done?" he 
eagerly asked. 

" I could ride to Hever Castle, or its vicinity, 
with some of our lusty varlets, and when the Lady 
Anne is taking her ride it would be an easy matter 
to hinder her from returning. The Abbess of 
Westerham would receive her until you had de- 
cided upon the Castle you wished to detain her in. 
Then, Sire, your little Boleyn would be yours," 
said Suffolk, eying the king narrowly. 

With his head resting upon his hands the king 
reflected, and gauged the effect this would have 
upon her. Could he at present fulfill all his 
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promises that he had made to her over all the oppo- 
sition arrayed against him? He perhaps could 
bend her soul and break her to his wishes. Any- 
way he could see, for the matter of her being queen 
did not altogether suit him. 

" Find Wolsey and bring him to me,'' he pres- 
ently said; and the duke departed to do his bid- 
ding, wondering what the king wanted with him. 

On the two arriving, the king said : " See that 
Norris is without, with the door closed." The 
duke stepped towards the door and dismissed 
Norris. 

" Wolsey, have the Abbess of Westerham make 
ready to receive a lady for me, to detain gently at 
my pleasure, for I shall visit the lady and honor 
the abbess with some commands." 

" Shall I inform the abbess who the lady is, or 
any further instructions ? " Wolsey asked. 

" Suffolk can tell you that." And the king left 
the two in the audience room together when 
they earnestly consulted over a piece of diaboli- 
cal work that they both desired should be carried 
out. 

When the king returned they were still together, 
and as the two were about to leave, the king de- 
tained Suffolk and said : " It is a bold scheme and 
I am not sure that I approve of it. Hurt a hair 
of her head and you shall answer for it with your 
own. So have a care ! " and he turned and walked 
to a window and gazed out. 

As Suffolk passed through the great audience 
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room, Lady Rochford moved swiftly to him and 
inquired : " What success ? '*' 

" I have his permission, but at the risk of my 
head if anything goes wrong," he whispered back. 

" He shall never harm you, for I would poison 
him first, or knife him ! " she said as her face ex- 
pressed passion blended with cruelty. 



CHAPTER XXVII 
WESTERHAM ABBEY 

Henry Norris heard a little of what was said 
before the king's audience room door was finally 
closed by the duke. He heard enough to know 
that they were plotting something against Anne. 
If the king had not ordered the door closed he 
would not have dared speak of it ; but he was not 
supposed to have heard through the closed door, 
and so he pondered on what they were planning. 

Later, when Suffolk rode away with half a dozen 
of the king's yeomen, he knew there was some 
mystery going on ; so he hurried to Wyatt's room 
where he found Thomas and Percy together. 
When the incident was related to them they were 
immediately on the alert. " I can only see one 
thing in it," Percy said, as a pained look came 
into his face ; and then his eyes blazed angrily as 
he continued : " That dirty Suffolk has some 
devilment in mind with which he hopes to please the 
king, and it may mean our little princess' ruin. 
We must save her ! " 

" I am tied to the king this week," Norris re- 
gretfully commented. 

" And so am I," Wyatt said too, for they both 
were in attendance. 

265 
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" But I am not, thank the holy Jesu ! What is 
best to be done? How meet their scheme and foil 
it ? Don't you know more, Norris ? " Percy ques- 
tioned. 

" Only just what I have told you." 

" Then I expect I should be in the vicinity of 
Hever Castle. And I shall scheme as I ride 
there ! " Percy exclaimed, preparing to leave them. 

" You had better not encounter the duke and his 
party," Wyatt cautioned. 

"Why, Thomas.'^ During the last year we 
learned every crook and turn of the forest and 
country around. We are acquainted with every 
ride Anne takes and the spots she loves best. I 
shall have to be near the castle to thwart their 
devil's scheme. Suffolk will be there, and I must 
know what he wants with our princess," Percy em- 
phatically said. 

" I wonder what he wants with her — and with 
half a dozen of the king's yeomen at his back? " 
Wyatt conjectured aloud. 

" The heavenly Jesu knows ! Nothing good, I'll 
swear. Perhaps to bring her by force to Durham 
House — ! " Norris was saying when Percy broke 
in on him. 

" No, no ! That's no king's escort for the Lady 
Anne, Norris. It's some evil scheme for another 
matter. I had better get into the saddle and 
learn the plot if I can," Percy decisively replied. 

" What if you are recognized? " Wyatt asked. 

" I shall take the risk and trust to luck," Percy 
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answered, moving away swiftly to make prepara- 
tion. 

Selecting his best mount, a worthy near-match 
for Hector, which Anne always rode, he hastened 
to Hever Castle, and when he made the little vil- 
lage of Westerham he found Suffolk already there 
at the only inn, and everybody jumping and run- 
ning to do his bidding. 

Without being recognized he rode on to the 
castle, and spoke quietly to the old seneschal to 
have George Zouch brought to him. He arranged 
for the next day*s contemplated ride and informed 
him of Suffolk's proximity. 

" Has the duke called here yet? " Percy asked. 

" No, Percy." 

" Then he has some scheme afoot unknown to 
us; for, if he has not, he would properly call at 
the castle and let his pleasure, or that of his mas- 
ter, be known," Percy said. 

" We shall have to be on our guard, and be sure 
I shall," Zouch replied. 

" Have two of your men-at-arms act as grooms 
to-morrow, and they can follow you without Anne 
knowing anything of it. Let them be fellows who 
can put up a stiff fight if necessary," Percy sug- 
gested. 

" Shall I tell the Lady Anne you are here? " 
Zouch inquired. 

" No, I don't want her to know it unless neces- 
sary, for the king, if possible, must never know that 
I tried to thwart him." 
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Percy got settled among the men's quarters for 
the night, and was up and away in hiding the next 
day in the vicinity where they had arranged for 
Zouch to escort Anne and her ladies. In a 
glorious bit of the old forest, densely overgrown 
with underbrush and wildness, and where he could 
get a glimpse of the castle road, Percy sat upon 
his horse and watched. 

Unless she were capricious, she would ride out 
so as to return about noon; and. he knew he could 
trust Zouch and the plans he had made. He was 
well armed and he had been cautious in donning a 
steel shirt under his doublet and a helmet with a 
vizor. 

The forest was glorious. The matted wildwood 
was dense with rank ferns and traUing vines, be- 
neath which clustered blue hyacinths and wide- 
eyed anemones which could be seen, as the sunlight 
streamed through the tangle, forcing themselves 
upward in rank profusion. The dense foliage of 
overhanging trees almost met the ascending wild- 
wood, and as Percy looked out into the gladed way 
she loved to ride in, he wondered what menacing 
fate surrounded her and what destiny the two evil 
men were weaving for her, and determined to 
thwart them if possible. 

A brown thrush came and looked at him, and a 
noisy jay bobbed and screamed, eying him from 
overhead. A brooding pheasant clucked her young 
away from his vicinity. Then a sneaking stoat, 
with his lissom, brown body and beady eyes, ran 
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along a limb» was startled at his presence and van- 
ished. The wildwood odors of reeking moss and 
pungent blossoms drifted by upon the breeze, and 
nature seemed to quiver with life. 

At last he saw Anne's merry party ride across 
the drawbridge with Mary Wyatt and Anne 
Saville. Greorge Zouch rode with them, and then 
two men-at-arms followed, keeping them in sight. 
They came his way and presently entered the 
forest, riding along the beautiful glade in his vi- 
cinity. How superb Anne looked to him! A 
princess in soul and grace as laughingly she came 
with her ladies, full of the glory and joy of the 
delightsome morn and with unrivaled health! 
Blessed, teeming memories rekindled his love for 
this extraordinary, beautifully souled being now 
severed from him, and he could scarcely refrain 
from riding to her. His innate gallantry made 
him involuntarily raise his helmet, and he kissed 
the tip of his gloved hand and saluted her as she 
rode by unconscious of his presence. He was in 
perplexity, as the men rode by, not knowing just 
what to do ; but he rode out into the gladed way to 
keep them in view, for he knew they were keeping 
Anne in view. 

Presently he saw them quicken their pace and 
advance closer to the party ahead. He mended his 
pace also, keeping them in sight. Then he saw 
that Suffolk had joined the ladies, for they were 
at a standstill, and the duke, with bared head, was 
in conference with them. He therefore halted and 



260 ANNE BOLEYN 

backed Into the undergrowth to watch them and be 
out of observation. 

After some little delay of laughter and ex- 
change of gallantry, he saw them ride forward and 
the king's yeomen join the castle men-at-arms be- 
hind the gallant group — the whole forming an 
escort fit for any royal princess ; and Percy won- 
dered what it meant. 

Following cautiously after, he saw them leave 
the forest ; but, instead of returning by the castle 
way, they proceeded towards Westerham, the duke 
chatting and laughing with the ladies, and all 
seemingly were having a merry time. 

Percy rode after them quite laggingly with 
vizor raised the better to observe and keep them in 
view. He was ready to respond on emergency, for 
he wondered, if scheme it were to harm her, what it 
could be. 

Presently the Abbey loomed up, and, as they 
neared it, the great entrance gates opened and the 
party came to it. He noticed Suffolk place a de- 
taining hand upon Anne's bridle rein and the 
king's yeomen ride among the party. When he 
saw Suffolk endeavor to urge his own horse with 
Hector through the Abbey gates it flashed into his 
brain what they were doing — perhaps entrapping 
Anne for some purpose. Putting his horse to its 
swiftest gallop and lowering his vizor, he drew his 
sword and was soon among them. 

The yeomen met him, but he disabled the sword 
arm of one and would have slain another outright. 
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but he turned the blade of his descending sword 
and brought him to the ground with the flat of it. 

Suffolk had Hector ahnost through the gates 
when Anne struck the duke across the face with 
the lash of her hunting crop. Detaching his hold 
of her bridle rein, the duke made for Percy, and 
the two became engaged in serious sword play as 
Suffolk's men took hold of Hector and endeavored 
to get him through the Abbey gates. 

More assistance arriving from the Abbey, Percy 
thought of his old ruse. So, making a lunge at 
Suffolk he punctured his sword arm, whirled his 
horse and gave Hector his peculiar signal. 

The splendid animal responded, and it was a 
good thing that Anne was a brilliant rider and 
knew Hector's ways, for he lunged, then rose, 
striking out with his hoofs and biting savagely as 
he obeyed that well known signal. The men were 
at a loss to understand the wildly mad beast, when 
Percy disabled the wrist of one engaging him, and 
rode away, giving Hector again his signal as the 
good horse galloped after him. 

" We must ride for our lives ! " he called to 
Anne. 

" Oh, thank God ! I thought it must be you — 
and now I know it is ! Where are we going? " 

" To Durham House ! They are after us and 
we can beat them if you are good for it ! " he called, 
as they urged their horses forward. 

" I am so mad at Suffolk that I could stop and 
fight him if I had a sword ! " she cried, so angry 
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was she. " I cut his face with my hunting crop — 
the dastard ! What did they want with me in the 
Abbey? '* she asked. 

"Think it out, Anne — but ride! Suffolk is 
an outwitted rascal and would descend to any vil- 
lainy now were he to catch you ! He is cursing 
his men, I'll be bound, but they cannot catch us, 
for Hector is good for it and so is mine if we have 
no ill luck ! " he answered her. 

Anne was in her element on horseback and ex- 
ultant as they slowly drew away from their pur- 
suers. She dared to turn and shake her fist back 
at Suffolk in her rage, as she said : " I will ask 
the king to his face if he has anything to do with 
this, and Gk)d help Henry Tudor if he has ! *' and 
she fairly panted in her anger, for her thoughts 
were so outraged. 

" How came you to be there, and in armor? *' 
she asked, as she leaned forward and patted Hec- 
tor's glossy neck with her daintily gloved hand 
and the gallant animal covered the ground with 
great leaping reaches and left his pursuers behind. 

Percy was exultant as he rode by her side, 
thanking the heavenly Jesu he had saved her from 
he knew scarcely what. " We are watching your 
interests, princess, and, by the holy Jesu! I am 
glad I was there. It was but a hint that Norris 
heard which brought me. But how glad I am I 
was there ! '* and he looked lovingly at her. 

" And in armor? '* she remarked, as she looked 
at him. 
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*^ I did it for a disguise. Suffolk guesses who I 
am, but the villain will not dare disclose it. He 
has failed again, and that makes me exultant. 
And you are saved from some villainy, which is 
best of all. But, princess, you will have to watch 
your future and depend on your loyal guard, for a 
few of us are that. You see you need us," he 
proudly said. 

" Then you must be their captain,'' she admir- 
ingly replied. 

" You say so, princess? But let us turn here, 
for Suffolk is out of sight, and a mile or two 
further on we can check these willing beasts and 
ride into Durham House as from a morning's 
canter." 

"Was the king intending to detain me?" she 
asked. 

" You must judge, princess. I do not know." 

" That villain Suffolk said that the king was at 
the Abbey and wished to meet me there. Until 
the gates opened suspiciously and he placed his 
hand upon my bridle rein, I believed him. Oh, he 
is a dastard ! " she said with contempt. 

"What did he tell you more?" Percy asked, 
his brain teeming with thoughts of the perfidy of 
the king and the duke. 

" He said the king commanded my presence, 
and then, that he was there. Then I told 
him that Hever Castle was the place for the king 
to call, but that I would obey the king's com- 
mand." 
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Percy was thoughtful for awhile, then he said: 
" Our suspicions are correct, princess.** 

" What are they, Percy? *' 

" They are all leagued against you and are de- 
termined to play you into the king's hands for him 
to break you, and the king perhaps has given a 
lame consent in the matter for them to aid him," 
he truthfully replied. 

" Does Henry think he can break me? " she 
asked with withering scorn. 

" He will, princess, or kill you ! that is as certain 
as fate.*' 

" Then he will kill me ! ** is all she said, riding 
furiously forward as if her pace must keep time to 
her surging heart, her face set in determination, 
yet strangely beautiful, as she thought and 
thought and rode along. 



CHAPTER XXVni 
THE FALL OF THE GREAT CARDINAL 

A week elapsed and the king had been rowed daily 
to Durham House; but Anne would not see him. 
He set spies to watch her, and was apprised of her 
daily ride and what places she frequented; so he 
knew where to meet her in the Sheen road and 
went there to meet her the next day. 

Mary Wyatt and Anne Saville, with George 
Zouch and her brother, were with her as she came 
riding along unconscious of his presence. When 
the king saw her the waves of passion swept 
through his frame. He heard her merry laughter. 
It rippled from her in the bewitching innocence of 
pleasure and her every movement was a dream. 

He sat silently mounted with doffed bonnet, his 
great eyes looking at her from a face bearing the 
marks of animal passion and covetousness. She 
did not see him until quite close when, with a start 
of surprise, she recognized him. He noticed her 
face change on the instant, for her lips indicated 
scorn and her beautiful eyes mirrored it. As they 
rode forward the two men doffed their bonnets and 
the ladies bowed. 

" I learned that the Lady Anne frequented this 

ride, and thought I would explore the attraction 
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which entertains her while disobeying the com- 
mands of her king," he said. 

" And what punishment do you mete out to 
ladies for disobedience, Sire? I am afraid of 
those who forcefully waylay them like common cut- 
throats, even though they bear exalted titles," and 
she bowed with the grace and deference of a 
princess. 

" I have come to learn that story from your 
own lips. I have frequented Durham House 
to do so, but was denied access," he accusingly 
said. 

" Denied access to Durham House, Sire? Those 
who so deeply offended will meet with my serious 
displeasure," she freezingly replied. 

" Denied access to the dearest being in the 
world who resides at Durham House," he said, cor- 
recting himself. " But will you fall back, for I 
would have privacy with the Lady Anne," he com- 
manded the rest. 

" Not too far, my dear friends, for in these 
days of peril on the highway I am afraid even with 
my king," she called to them. 

" You are severe with me," he said, genuinely 
annoyed, as he recognized he was again meeting 
a will equal to his own. 

" I am at the king's command — but not his 
caprice. My loyalty has been sadly wrenched 
lately when I suspected my king a tyrant," and 
she looked dignified anger which enhanced her 
charms in his regard. 



THE FALL OF THE CARDINAL 867 

" Tell me about it, Lady Anne? " he asked with 
modulated voice, just as if he did not know. 

" Sire, you mock me ! or your name and royal 
commands are no longer to be respected! The 
king's word we look upon as inviolate and not to be 
bandied about by every insolent who has been al- 
lowed to creep near the throne ! " she answered 
with withering scorn. 

" Lady Anne — please tell me all about it, for I 
do not know," he said, telling a deliberate lie. 

" Then, Sire, there is one near you, who deserves 
that from you, which Anne Boleyn refuses to dis- 
cuss; and he is an object of my utter contempt, 
and unworthy of another thought from me,'* she 
said in disgust, and he could see she was deeply 
offended. 

" I will see to it," he replied, but half-heartedly, 
and she knew he was deceiving her. " Let us not 
talk of it. Let us talk of pleasant things. I have 
not seen you for more than a year, as my poor 
country has been suffering, and I have been trying 
to heal it," he said, the hypocrite, in such a believ- 
able way which made her look in astonishment at 
him ; for she knew that all his attempts at healing 
had been by running over the country dodging 
death in abject terror. 

" Have you not missed me? " he asked tenderly. 

" No, Sire, you gave me no attention in time of 
dangerous sickness, though the king did as he 
pleased." 

"Did he? Does he? Then, Anne, I should 
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murder all who have and are opposing you; my 
divorce matter would be settled and my Lady Anne 
would be my queen/' and he said it with so much 
sincerity as to deceive her, were she not learning 
to know that he possessed the art of dissimulation 
so perfectly as to appear sincere. 

^^ I know many are opposing me, Sire, and I ad- 
vise you to leave Anne Boleyn alone, for while she 
is worthy your thought she should be above your 
persecution,'' she retorted on him. 

"Stop! You must stop! I am suffering too 
much on your account now to be in return merely 
an object of your scorn. Why am I here — your 
king — suing you? Persecute? I would not 
harm a hair of your dear head! you set me wild 
with your scorn — and your beauty is ever before 
me ! " he passionately poured forth as he rode be- 
side her. 

" Sire, Anne Boleyn is separate from her looks. 
Her truer charms should lie along the path of 
honor which you fail to recognize in her ; for I look 
for that in my king, and I cannot help constantly 
thinking about it," she said, exposing her soul and 
her truer nature to him. 

" Do you see in me dishonor? I am pestered, 
my life has been clouded, I am harassed by cir- 
cumstances and tyrannical counselors who selfishly 
try to sway me; and I have turned to you, my 
^^ little sweetheart and personification of honor, be- 

cause you strongly appeal to my soul — and you 
scorn me in return. Oh, Abne — Anne! I need 
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you desperately ! " he said in such sincerity that it 
checked her scorn and contempt. 

" Sire, did you have no voice or hand in Suf- 
folk's villainy? '* she flatly asked him. 

Startled at her directness he looked at her, then 
he slowly said : " I knew a little and watched to 
see what they dare do, for that is how I find out 
men," and his eyes held hers that she might judge 
him. 

" Am I to doubt or trust you, Sire? I some- 
times believe you, and then it is all spoiled." And 
she half-heartedly wavered as he broke down her 
resistance. 

" Is it? You have to learn Henry Tudor, for 
he is different from other men. I would you 
trusted him without reserve. But am I to be ad- 
mitted to-day? I left word for an audience to be 
held in my dear sweetheart's king's room, for I 
knew Anne could not wholly desert her lover in his 
deep distress." 

He flung himself from the horse, for they 
had arrived at Durham House, and lifted 
her from the saddle and, ere he set her down, he 
kissed her before them all ; and all believed that his 
favorite and he were reconciled again. 

" How dare you? " she flashed at him, her face 
darkening as the old distrust of him swept over 
her; but she gathered her skirts about her and 
ran in, panting and chafing in her disturbed na- 
ture when she realized she was in the same position 
as a year before with the treacherous, married 
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pursuer who forced himself upon her — and that 
one the king. 

Later he called for her and asked for her pres- 
ence in his private audience room. ^^ I wish them 
all to see the king is king^ Anne, and will do as 
he pleases — you taught me that ! ^ he said rap- 
turously. " Do not hesitate, for the future queen 
must get acquainted with weighty matters, and 
some here must begin to understand it," he added 
meaningly. 

As they passed through the great audience 
room she could see that all the deference and fuss 
of the courtiers was made to the king alone, and 
she acknowledged scarcely any but Percy and 
Wyatt as she passed them. If they were all 
leagued against her, they found her ready for 
them, for they could not blind her with their de- 
ceit. 

Jealous eyes watched her lovely presence, as she 
walked with the tips of her fingers on the king's 
arm, Henry giving her such gallant deference as 
to make many of the old aristocrats' blood boil; 
for they had been commanded to attend at Dur- 
ham House on pain of his majesty's displeas- 
ure, and they all could see that the beauteous 
Anne ranked above them all in the affections of 
the king. 

Henry seated her by his side at the council 
board, and she looked at the great ministers as 
they assembled. She gave a gracious nod to Doc- 
tor Ccanxner, whom the king had created Arch- 
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bishop of Canterbury, for she liked him. He had 
already taken the place of the deceased Arch- 
bishop Warham. 

Presently Suffolk came into the room, and dared 
to take his place near the king, which of necessity 
meant that he was near to Anne, also. He showed 
the signs of a wounded arm, as he solicitously fa- 
vored it, and a mark on his face showed where 
she had struck him with her whip. 

With the greatest deference he doffed his bon- 
net in the royal presence, and dared to bow to her. 
It capped the climax of her wrath. She arose, 
and, turning to the king, openly said : " Sire, did 
you invite me here to be insulted by that man who 
bears the marks still upon his face of my chastise- 
ment? If I had had a sword instead of a whip, I 
would have slain him with it, and I shall not abide 
in his presence !'* She curtseyed to his majesty 
and was about to leave the room when the king 
detained her and said : " Barnard Castle is where 
I shall look for you later,'' and the duke retired. 
The nobles glanced at each other, and Wolsey 
looked down his nose at the floor, perhaps because 
memory was too busy with him. 

"What have you done in our matter?" the 
king growled at Wolsey. 

" Nothing can be done. Sire, until after the va- 
cation term at Rome,'* the cardinal answered. 

" We heard that to our disgust lately ; Cam- 
peggio and you are deceiving me. Why did he 
show me the Pope's decretal when he won't pro- 
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nounce the sentence?" and the king's face dark- 
ened with wrath as he asked this question of the 
cardinal. 

" He has shown you, Sire, what he has never 
shown me. I have not seen it,'* Wolsey truthfully 
replied. 

" Clement and all of you are deceiving me, and 
I shall bear it no longer. I can strike back ! " the 
king growled, and they could see in him the rise 
of an approaching storm. 

" Be not angry. Sire. It is out of my jurisdic- 
tion. His Holiness passed me by when he placed 
your matter in the hands of Cardinal Campeggio," 
Wolsey replied. 

" Then you should have told his Holiness of my 
will; and also my will to marry the lady you 
sedulously oppose," the king said harshly. 

" But, Sire, his Holiness, the emperor and King 
Francis say it is out of the question that you 
marry the Lady Anne Boleyn," Wolsey said defer- 
entially. 

" Why? " It was Anne who spoke, asking the 
question as she gazed at them all, fearless and like 
a radiant vision in her loveliness. Courage had 
paled her cheeks, but there was a wealth of cour- 
age in her countenance as she fearlessly asked the 
question. The nobles glanced at her and at the 
king, and at the kneeling cardinal as he looked up 
into the face of the king. 

" Answer the Lady Anne's question," the king 
commanded. 
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" Because with kings, Lady Anne, it is essential 
that they be yoked with their equals, and not with 
any under suspicion — ! " and was about to pro- 
ceed with a further explanation, when Anne cried: 
" Stop! You have no right of insult, neither you, 
nor Pope, nor emperor, when there is no cause — 
no cause on earth! The king has honored me, a 
gentlewoman of the best blood of England, with 
persistent, unsought honor, Grod knows ! and it has 
been unwillingly received! If his majesty's word 
is ever realized it will be of his making and not of 
my seeking! and it is a shame and disgrace, lack- 
ing proofs, and a reflection upon the king's honor, 
when his counselors secretly disapprove what his 
highness does, while before his face they aid him 
in the doing of it! Your eminence has secretly 
fomented tyranny at home against me, and pub- 
licly named me a wanton abroad. To your face 
I tell you I am too true to pretend to be your 
friend, for I despise you ! " and she arose from her 
seat and stood before him in her indignation. 

"Lady Anne, I — !" the cardinal began, but 
the king stopped him. 

" You are excused from further attendance, 
Wolsey." And the king turned and addressed 
Doctor Cranmer as the disgraced cardinal arose 
and left the room. Norfolk cast on him a cynical 
smile of triumph. Wolsey stiffened himself to a 
semblance of hauteur as he met the duke's glance 
with a commanding flash of his own, and disap- 
peared. 



CHAPTER XXIX 
A MEMBER OF THE ROYAL FAMH^Y 

Time moved forward. It was the end of the 
summer of 1.5S1, and the kmg and queen parted. 
Threatened by the king, because she persisted in 
following him from place to place, Katherine was 
compelled to retire. So she took up her residence 
at her manor house at Ampthill. The king and 
court were at Windsor Castle — Suffolk with the 
rest, for his banishment was pretended and did not 
last long. 

The king had been casting in his mind what to 
do for Anne so as to snub the grand dames of the 
court who were so embittered against her. His 
majesty keenly resented their plotting against his 
beautiful " friend." Old Jasper Tudor, who was 
a great uncle of the king and Marquis of Pem- 
broke, was dead. His estate, with the marquisate 
and its splendid patrimony, fell to the king. He 
decided, therefore, to create Anne Marchioness of 
Pembroke in her own right. This made her a 
member of the royal family and one of his kindred, 
and ranked her next to his sister and before all 
others. 

He had divulged his secret to but a few, and only 
partly to Anne. She did not quite know how her 
royal lover was going to surprise her ; only he had 
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promised that he would put it in her power to have 
revenge on all of those at court. That is how the 
king looked at it. So Anne had been commanded 
to meet the king at Windsor, and was there to 
await the promised surprise. 

On the great terrace there were groups of la- 
dies and gallants, nobles, bishops, and great dames, 
on the tiptoe of expectancy to know what the 
royal summons meant. Percy was with Anne and 
Mary Wyatt, and the viscount George joined 
them. Anne stood sadly gazing at the gorgeous 
panorama that stretched out before them. The 
silvery river looked like a thing of life as it rib- 
boned out into the dimming distance through 
gladed ways and open stretches, the autumn sun- 
light playing with it in sparkling splendor. The 
glory-tinge of autumn was upon everything; the 
leaves showed signs of the kisses of the season and 
were turned to burnished gold and changeful red. 
In the topmost branches of beech and oak, imme- 
diately below them, saucy red squirrels leaped 
from bough to bough. Lordly pheasants, robed 
in glossy sheen and with barred entrainage, strut- 
ted over the velvet sod, while antlered stags in 
rivalry posed as knight champions in the distant 
glade ready to do battle with one another before 
the eyes of their lady loves. 

The various groups discussed the one important 
topic which consumed them all — the ladies espe- 
cially — and Suffolk could be seen with a group 
of the old dames who were with the Princess Mary. 
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But Suffolk would not have been there had Lady 
Rochford not been among them. 

^* Your highness must know what the king has 
summoned us all here for/' the Countess of Dacre 
insinuated as she nudged the arm of the Duchess 
of Norfolk. 

" I really do not. Henry is angry with me for 
my plain speaking in defending the duke. I no- 
tice the privy councilors arc here also with the 
lord chancellor. But he is so secretive you can- 
not get a thing out of him now. He won't tell a 
thing. His strong partisanship for Katherine has 
all but placed him on the king's blacklist," the 
princess replied. 

^^ More is too outspoken and gets into trouble 
because of it. We are with him but have to cover 
our feelings. I believe my niece was vindictive 
against her uncle and kept the king from giving 
the chancellorship to the Duke," the Duchess of 
Norfolk spitefully said, and nodded her head like a 
vindictive old bird of prey. 

" Perhaps the Lady Anne did — but I don't 
know. The king is so secretive ; I used to be able 
to get him to do things for me, but he won't any 
more. I had to threaten him about Suffolk, when 
he laughed at me and yielded. He is getting too 
be an enigma, and I don't understand him," the 
princess continued. ** She sways the king to her 
every wish. Oh, duke, why did you fail us? We 
all blame you ! " and Lady Rochford pouted at 
Suffolk behind the princess' back. 



i 
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" It was Northumberland. I know it was he 
and in armor. He never opened his mouth; but 
he took me at disadvantage and ran away with her 
like a craven,** the duke replied, giving his version 
of the affair. 

^^ I wonder the king is not jealous of him, but 
he is so gravely careful. His majesty cooked his 
loverings, and the king's pet is playing for higher 
stakes than to bother with him. She just has him 
for her poodle dog at her heels,'* Lady Rochford 
scornfully remarked. 

" We all have been commanded to treat her gra- 
ciously ; but, with the queen banished, our great- 
est in the realm rebuked, and the highest passed 
over because of her, I have no stomach to do it. 
I should love to see her ruined ! " the Duchess of 
Norfolk said cruelly, for she hated her niece. 
^^ Yet she acts amiably, ladies. All our plottings 
don't disturb her. She never retaliates on us un- 
less we attack her, and then somehow she always 
gets the best of us," the princess stated truth- 
fully. 

^^ All the young gallants bob and honey round 
her and hang on her words. They are the ones 
who carry tales to her and acquaint her with our 
secrets ; " and Lady Rochford added : " Look at 
her now with half a dozen gallants round her, and 
I imagine I can hear her ^ La, la-ing ' just like a 
fool ! " 

^^ Ladies, we had better stop talking and stroll 
her way, for here comes the king, and he may no- 
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tice our treatment of her. I would rather be in 
his good graces ; so excuse me^'' and the princess 
linked her arm in that of Lady Surrey's and 
strolled towards Anne. 

" We are all becoming afraid of her," Lady 
Dacre audibly admitted. 

" Except I — I am not ! And SuflFblk — we 
will tear her down from her high pinnacle, even 
if the king places her upon the throne. Won't 
we? Let's swear it!" And Lady Rochford 
looked malignant as she tarried with the duke. 

*** Oh, I swear it ! anything for you, vindictive 
darling! Gad — you look beautiful as a fury! 
You quiver with excitement, and your soul just 
thrills. I am safe here with you, for the farther 
I keep from the king's * Lo, Zflt,' the better she 
seems to like it," the duke responded. 

The king joined Anne as he boyishly said: 
" Grood-morrow, Lady Anne. Has the finery for 
your new role arrived? And are you still very 
curious ? " 

" I am a trifle curious. Sire ; but I think you are 
courting the envy of your entourage in your pref- 
erences," she replied. 

" Have they been courting your society, or still 
playing the game of backbiting? " and he looked 
round, as if to measure with his eyes the various 
groups who were breaking up and edging nearer 
now that he had come among them. 

" I see your grace is seriously indisposed this 
morning. I will have Doctor Butts call on you," 
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he said sarcasticaUy to the Duchess of Norfolk 
as she drew near. 

" I am well, Sire,** the duchess replied, bowing 
with a bilious-looking smile, so ghastly was it. 

" I am glad, though your face indicates other- 
wise, and I wished your presence later. You ate 
too many sweets last night at dinner," the king 
remarked as he passed on, giving her a slap for 
her greediness — because the lady had devoured 
all she could lay her hands on ; and she turned al- 
most green with rage at the king's remark, and en- 
deavored to fathom all his meaning. 

^^ I have come to take you in to that promised 
function. And, Anne, I want you to believe that 
I am doing this for you without consulting any, 
and for the great love I bear you. This will 
bring you nearer to me in dignity, and I hope it 
will in heart, for it is the expression of my sin- 
cerity in what is* to follow,*' and he escorted her 
to the queen's state apartments, where he left her 
in the hands of her tirewomen. 

In the evening the throne room was brilliantly 
lighted and filled with the elite of the court, with 
ambassadors and functionaries, the highest in the 
realm, all in their regal, official robes. The ladies 
made a dazzling display with their finery and 
jewels as they moved about under the eye of 
Henry seated upon his throne. 

Presently the great doors were thrown open 
and, to the fanfares of trumpets and preceded by 
chamberlains, the Lady Anne entered. She was 
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magnificently gowned in a long robe of crimson 
velvet, her bodice cut square about her shoulders 
and edged with large pearls. Her beautiful head 
was bare, and her abundant and rich, golden- 
brown hair fell unconfined about her. 

Lady Mary Carey, her sister, attended her, car- 
rying upon her arm a robe of state of crimson 
velvet lined and trimmed with ermine. Then fol- 
lowed her brother, who carried upon a crimson 
cushion a marchioness^ coronet of gold. He was 
followed by the various members of the Boleyn 
family and other notables. As she entered she 
made profound obeisance to the king; then ad- 
vancing to half the distance of the room, she bowed 
again, and the king whispered to Doctor Cranmer: 
" My Lord Archbishop, saw you ever lady more 
beautiful.^ God created her for a crown." 

As she arrived at the throne she knelt with 
bowed head but troubled countenance^ and the 
chancellor read the charter. The royal Henry 
arose, and taking the robe from Lady Carey, cast 
it about Anne's shoulders; then he took the cor- 
onet from the viscount and gently placed it upon 
her head, as if he were crowning a queen. After 
whidi he took her hand and raised her, as he said : 
" Rise, my fair kinswoman. You are now one of 
my family and kin. All will remember that the 
Marchioness of Pembroke belongs to the royal 
blood of the Tudors,'' and the king looked around 
with proud scorn, for she was now a member of 
the royal family. " Let those who disagree with 
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me refuse to congratulate my fair kinswoman," he 
said, ascending the steps of the throne. He in- 
sisted that the beautiful marchioness ascend with 
him to the step next to the top, where she stood 
facing them in the radiant majesty of her match- 
less charms, fit mate for any king. Consternation 
was seen on every countenance, though they en- 
deavored not to show it as Anne looked into their 
faces from almost the throne itself. Covert re- 
marks were whispered by some, but the king stood 
there with an inscrutable look upon his face await- 
ing the presence he had challenged. 

The princess and Suffolk came first — the prin- 
cess kissing Anne upon the cheek, when in real 
gratitude and because she really liked the prin- 
cess, Anne said : ^^ Thank you ! " and she said it 
with all her heart. 

Suffolk, as he bent low in the kingly presence, 
whispered to Anne : " I beg your forgiveness,'* 
and he looked at her so winsomely — the gallant 
rascal — that she could not help smiling at him 
as she replied : " When my mark of disapproval 
has faded from your cheek count us quits.'* 

" By gad ! she has you there, Suffolk ! " the king 
jovially said, laughing. 

The Duchess of Norfolk and Lady Rochford 
hesitated in coming forward, the proud old aristo- 
crat being dumb with mortification and surprise 
and unwilling to recognize her hated niece superior 
in rank to herself. 

The king saw it and determined to teach her a 
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lesson, ao he said aloud : ^ Your grace, with Lady 
Rochford, being near kinswoman to my fair rela- 
tive, I command you to assist her from the room. 
Duchess, give the Marchioness of Pembroke your 
arm, and Lady Rochford assist her with her train," 
and the two had to come forward, make stilted 
congratulations, and then do the king's bidding. 
The duchess did so as if she had a gout in her 
temper, and Lady Rochford was mad enough to 
twitch the robes from Anne's back, and especially 
when she saw Suffolk watching her with a merry 
twinkle in his eye. 



CHAPTER XXX 

A ROYAL HUNT IN THE GREAT FOREST 

OF WINDSOR 

There was a large gathering the next day in 
the great quadrangle of the castle. A royal hunt 
had been projected, and Anthony Brown, the 
king's master of horse, was busy with his grooms 
looking over the various mounts. The quadrangle 
presented a busy scene. Stout foresters in leath- 
ern jerkins held wolfish-looking hounds with 
leashes, while others mounted were ready to slip 
the leashes and let them go when a stag was 
sighted. Grooms led horses up and down waiting 
for their riders. The beautiful animals seemed 
to be conscious of what was expected of them ; for 
in their pride they champed their bits and tossed 
their heads and capered sideways, and looked, as 
horses can look, with soul and intelligence in their 
eyes. They would have spoken if they could, and 
expressed to man their delight in service faithfully 
rendered, and have asked for true comradeship in 
return. 

Hector awaited Anne. Rosettes were in his 
bridle, and upon his back was a beautiful side- 
saddle of red morocco ; and he looked the pink and 
perfection of horseflesh^ 

The king soon came, dressed in a dark-green 

^83 
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velvet riding suit, with long buff leather boots 
and gloves. In his bonnet were two eagle plumes, 
fastened with a jeweled brooch; a quiver and ar- 
rows were at his back, and ensheathed in his belt 
was a large hunting knife. Slowly he descended 
the steps looking for Anne. With his majestic 
height he looked a physical god among men ; and 
he smiled good-humoredly as he anticipated a day 
after his own heart. " Where is the Marchioness 
of Pembroke, Wyatt?" he asked. 

" Right behind you. Sire.'' 

Tripping down she came ; her face was wreathed 
in smiles as she laughed and chatted with the Prin- 
cess Mary. She looked like happiness personified, 
and might have been taken for the goddess of 
mirth. No wonder the king was enamored of her. 
She was dressed in a dark-green velvet riding 
habit, almost matching the king's in shade; and 
was daintily gloved and booted in buff, with a 
brooch of golden hawthorn — the family device 
of the Tudors — fastening an aigrette in her vel- 
vet hat. 

She carried bow and arrows also; and as she 
came, the king said : " Diana come to life ! The 
Ephesian goddess was not half so beautiful ! You 
are perfection, sweet marchioness." 

" Then the gods meet each other. Sire, for you 
personify the Delphian Apollo ! " 

" Thank you ! I see our device in your bonnet. 
You were born for a Tudor, Anne." 

"Your favor, Sire, has made me that. But 
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Hector awaits me," she said, as she went to the 
faithful horse and, taking his muzzle in her hands, 
laid her cheek against him as she whispered: 
" Give me a good ride, Hector." And the horse 
looked glad in his dumb joy. 

" I am almost jealous of you, you favored beast," 
the king said, patting Hector's neck ; then taking 
the marchioness in his hands, he lifted her to her 
saddle, and with a vault, was in his own and by her 
side. 

A bugle sounded, " Tally-ho-ho-ho ! " and the 
cavalcade moved out of the courtyard and across 
the keep, and leaving the village to the left, en- 
tered the great forest which surrounded the castle. 

Massive oaks, gnarled and knotted with age, 
predominated as the lordlings there. In their 
tops were great bunches of mistletoe, which made 
one think of a druidical worship. Mammoth 
beeches were seen with scampering squirrels run- 
ning up their branches ; and lordly limes and elms 
quivered in the October breeze which shook down 
a golden shower of leaves beautiful with the touch 
of Autumn which had worked the miracle of their 
transformation. The thud-thud-thud of the 
horses' footfalls, and the merry chat and laughter 
of the riders were the only sounds heard; for na- 
ture's floor was velvet moss, deep and compact in 
the richness of undisturbed, primeval growth. 
The air was pure and affinitive to the hunting 
spirit, it was so exhilarating. There were sweet- 
smelling violets somewhere near, for their perfumed 
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breath whipped the cheek as they rode along; 
while the ferns, rank and tall as the riders' knees, 
formed a contrast as their odor met the nostrils 
alternating with the fragrance of the violets. 

Presently they entered the dense bracken where 
there were many fallow deer which, startled, leaped 
up and were away in their fright. Past a great 
beech they now rode, whose spreading branches 
swept the ground. Beneath a wild pig was root- 
ing with her brood and thriving on the fallen 
masts. With noisy gruntings they dashed away 
and hid as the king said : ^* There will be work 
for your boar spears later.'* 

" Right now. Sire, if you wished — for look 
yonder ! " said Wyatt, as a great boar, with bris- 
tling back and long curving tusks, came into view 
and stood a moment glowering at them with his 
wicked eyes, and then hied into the bracken. 

As the king rode along he looked at the mar- 
chioness with her charm and vivacity, and ob- 
served her supreme enjoyment of the outdoor life 
he loved so well. He contrasted her with the good, 
mature woman he had deserted. His selfishness 
framed excuses for his conduct toward Katherine, 
for he endeavored to persuade himself that his 
marriage was a failure brought about by destiny 
and that Anne was specially formed for him. 

He had not much time to indulge such thoughts, 
for, as they neared a plantation of horse-chestnut 
trees, their quarry was sighted enjoying the fallen 
nuts. There was a herd of red deer feeding with 
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three large stags among them. With a hunts- 
man's sure instinct they selected a handsome royal, 
his antlered head showing twelve tines. The dogs 
were slipped at him, and he made for the open, 
where he tried his speed with his pursuers. 

Gallantly he led with majestic gait, his reddish 
brown body and yellow buttocks rising and fall- 
ing, as with lordly leapings he hied away. The 
master of the hunt and the king's foresters were 
hard after him, and a horn rang out, " Tally- 
ho-ho-ho ! Tally-ho-ho-ho ! " as they harked 
away. It was now a question of horse and en- 
durance as the hunting fever seized all, for 
they knew that, fast as they could speed, the flee- 
ing beast would test their mettle. 

Settling herself well in the saddle, Anne halloed : 
"Hi — hi — hi — boys! Hi — hi — hi — dogs! " 
Then she turned and beckoned with her hand to 
the king and Hector sprang forward. The light 
weight upon the animal's back was as nothing to 
him, but a determined pressure at his mouth con- 
veyed to him her will. Skirting bracken and wild 
vines which impeded his progress, the stag leaped 
along with the baying hounds on his track and the 
huntsmen in the rear. Once without, he bounded 
away from the dogs. The great, gladed highway, 
beneath which was springy moss and softest turf, 
facilitated his leapings and accelerated his speed, 
and he scorned the hounds as he shook his armored 
head and made for a rising hill. 

The forest was well known to him, for no stag 
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had arrived at his age without exploring its depths. 
On, on he went, for he knew miles away there was 
a lake where he could slake his growing thirst, and 
the dense shade of its marshy borders might hide 
him from his pursuers. Over the hill he went and 
in a fleeting gallop headed for the lake. The run so 
far merely freed his joints and wanned him to an 
effort, hut the baying of the hounds was discon- 
certing, as it bore the sound of menace and per- 
sistency. He gathered himself, therefore, for a 
hard, long run, as the clamoring hounds, now 
sighting him, came tearing down the hill. 

Hector, wanned to his run, made easy work of 
keeping the hounds in sight, and the bracing wind 
kissed Anne's cheeks and whipped them to brilliant 
roses, as she experienced the joy and gladness 
such an exhilarating ride inspired. 

The king rode well in the rear of Anne, not be- 
ing able to keep up with her, but his horse made 
gallant headway under the weight he carried. 
Grooms followed leading horses in order that the 
king might have a fresh mount at will. Over the 
hill they went. Hector leading splendidly as they 
saw the dogs lower their heads in pursuit of the 
retreating stag. In animation Anne shouted, 
" Hallo-o-o-o ! Hi — hi — hi — hi — dogs ! " and 
Guilford placed a hunting horn to his lips 
and " Tally-hoed ! " a response. It seemed now 
almost a race of horses as king and courtiers urged 
theirs forward striving to keep pace with Anne's. 

Into the bracken again the deer plunged, but 
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the loud-raouthed hounds followed. Their scent 
was keen, for they had been unfed for a day and 
night, and they were starving to tear the stag's 
throat and lap his warm life-blood. Across chat- 
tering brooks the stag bounded — not listening to 
their sweet music that he delighted in when lying 
by their side, nor with time to sip of their life 
fluid which might refresh him as he raced for his. 
Through dense thickets he plunged, but wherever 
he went those wolfish hounds more quickly followed. 
Distressing himself and losing ground, he swung 
once more into the open, but only to find hounds 
and huntsmen nearer than he thought. They had 
taken a cross-cut by following the sound of the 
baying dogs. With his head well back and with 
great breaths, he leaped forward. If he could 
endure, there was hope for him yet. 

The viscount and Wyatt were nearest now to 
Anne. The king in changing horses was left in 
the rear where Suffolk, the princess, Anne Saville 
and the whole hunt were straggling along. 

Presently the lake stretched out before the 
lordly stag. With great bounds he made for it, 
and plunged through its marshy edge and swam 
boldly out to make its farther side. 

Upon this intrusion into their quiet haunt, tall 
crane and heron and hundreds of ducks flew up 
with rushing sound of wings, and circled round and 
round to gaze at the intruders. The baying 
hounds came to the water and swam after their 
victim. When Anne came to it she halted Hector 
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long enough for him to drink and for her to de- 
cide which way to follow. As she saw the dogs in- 
clining to the left, she rode that way ; and as some 
of the others came up she called : " This way — 
this way, Thomas ! '* and led out with Wyatt and 
her brother closely following. 

" Is it not glorious ? What a run he is giving 
us ! " she animatedly called to them as they dashed 
after her. 

Great poplars, whose majestic shape resembled 
cathedral spires, and weeping willows fringed the 
lake ; and Anne pushed on beneath them to where 
the lake narrowed to a stream. Hector leaped it at 
a bound. Riding in the direction of the clamor- 
ing dogs, she caught sight of them in the distance 
still in pursuit of the stag which, refreshed by his 
cool bath, made a loop-shaped run back toward 
Windsor. 

He was terrified by the relentless way in which 
those gaunt, hungry hounds pursued him, and 
there was a weary feeling beginning to come in his 
flanks as he pressed on. 

Hector was flecked with foam, but showed no 
signs of abatement in speed, as keenly after the 
sound of the dogs he unerringly took his way. 

Long, red tongues were seen to hang out of the 
dogs* mouths, yet they seemed not to check their 
hot pursuit. Gathering themselves together, they 
seemed to hurl themselves forward when they knew 
their quarry was flagging and the pace they were 
taking would bring them to him shortly. 
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l%e king atid tklg ethers o6.ine to the Uke And 
teek thei)r Way to the ri^t as the stag in dbubtfaig 
eame that way. They might have ridden back 
over the ground they had coiK^e^ if they had only 
known, for the loop the fitag ttikde w€is to join the 
balance of the herd. So, riding toward the sound^ 
they presently saw him. Anne was hard after hini 
with her brother and Wyatt close behind her. 
She waved her hand at the king and dalled: 
" Come, Sire ! He is flagging ! " By the greatest 
urging the king brought his horse to her side. 
" You ride like a whirlwind, Lady Annei None 
can keep pace with you,'' be said. 

" It is Hector, Sire. He is a lovely beast,*' and 
she patted his neck as dhe called to the dogs: 
" After him — faster — faster — Hallo-o-o-o ! " 
Skirting the rise, as if fearful now of making 
its ascent^ the stag boiie to the right and took to 
the forest depths, where it managed mi^t skillfully, 
for hounds aAd deer were lost to view and the 
huntsmen were checked by the dense undergrowth. 

Again they came into a more open space where 
the tired beast had planted Ins back e^ainst a 
forest giant and was fighting for his life. He 
managed to keep three of the dogs at bay, while a 
fourth crawled away whining and crippled with 
its entrails protruding from contact with those 
keenly pointed antlers. 

Riding so as to g^t a side shot, Anne, ilot want- 
ing in courage, drew an arrow from her qiiiver, 
fitted it to her bow and, in a well directed aim, sent 
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it unerringly to its mark behind the beast's shoul- 
der. There was not, however, sufficiency of force 
to speed it to its heart, but enough of sting and 
menace to draw the animal's attention to herself. 
With a mighty plunge, it charged Hector, who 
lunged forward and unseated Anne and she fell — 
a victim to the fury of the maddened beast. 

It was the stag's last eflFort, however ; for as it 
leaped to gore her, the wolfish hounds were at its 
throat and flanks and dragged it down almost 
upon the fallen marchioness. 

Wyatt saw this as he came riding up and, throw- 
ing himself from his horse, rushed between her and 
the stag. He took her in his arms and carried her 
to a place of safety. A forester, placing a foot 
on one of its horns, reached over and finished the 
beast with his hunting knife ; while others, fasten- 
ing leashes on the dogs, dragged them away from 
its quivering carcass. 

"Are you hurt? Oh, are you hurt?" Wyatt 
asked concernedly as Anne lay still. Opening her 
eyes, she made an eflFort to rise, but could not yet, 
for the breath was knocked out of her. In a few 
moments she said : " I am not hurt, Thomas. 
Hector lunged, when both my hands were engaged, 
and threw me." 

The king now rode up and was out of the sad- 
dle on the instant. In consternation at seeing her 
unseated, he inquired : " Lady Anne, are you 
hurt? " 

" It is nothing. Sire. Hector jumped from un- 
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der me when the stag attacked him, and I was not 
quite quick enough with my hands after discharg- 
ing my arrow,'* she explained. 

" Did you shoot the beast? Gentlemen, she puts 
us all to shame ! you are indeed a brave lady ! " he 
proudly said. 

" Yes, Sire, I shot it, and the antlers are mine,'' 
she said with pride. 

" But what if the beast had killed you? How 
could I do without you? " he asked with genuine 
feeling. 

She looked at him, and said : ^^ Could you not. 
Sire? " and it gave her a new thought of him as 
she saw a serious look of feeling come into his face. 

" Your bravery would ill requite me for your 
loss," he gravely replied. 

" Wyatt would have shared death with me, Sire, 
for he ran between the beast and myself and was 
ready to defend me," she explained. 

" Thank you, Wyatt. I shall not forget," the 
king said. 

" And I thank you also," and Anne gave Wyatt 
a sweet smile as she said it. Then the king lifted 
her to her horse and they rode to the castle. 



CHAPTER XXXI 

" DEUS IN ADJUTORIUM MEUM 

INTENDE " 

October, 152.99 found Wolsey dismissed by the 
king and told to retire to his palace at Esher. 
SuflFering from the king's ingratitude, he became 
eritically ill. While he was at his worst Norfolk 
was sent by the king to detnand from him the great 
seal of his chancellorship. The king Was hound- 
ing the great statesman And torturing him as only 
a brutal mind could. He coVeted hi6 riches, and 
therefore confiscated his possession^ to get them; 
and sacrificed the man, ordering him to his see at 
York. 

It was while his eminence lay in his critical 
condition at Esher that Norfolk arrived and was 
cruel in his demands. He forced himself Almost 
into the sick man's presence and roughly said to 
the cardinal's man, Cavendish, at the very door of 
his master's chamber : " Wolsey li^ dowii like a 
cur and whines. Bring me the great seal, Sirrah ! 
or by Grod — if you don't I shall enter and take 
it, even if it's from his dead hand ! " 

Wolsey heard some of this and it fired his soul : 
" Take it to him, Cavendish. Yet — no, I will de- 
liver it myself ! " and falling from his bed he strug- 
gled up, and Cavendish cast a robe about his 

994 
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shomlckrs as b^ w^jit. Swuying acid tottering he 
cq^tponied his mo«t maligBftnt euemy. Like a 
sp^teF he looked, his flashing ejes showing the 
stpcmgest mental fire a» he f&ced the duke and held 
the Great Seal of England in hia hand. 

" Norfolk, here is the thing you covet. Your 
master gave ii to me for life ! Show me his war- 
rant for delivering it to you, or I have life enough 
left to resist you ! " he said in speetral tones as he 
stood before the duke, the phantom of his former 
self. 

It shocked Norfolk somewhat to see him, for 
he said : ^^ Your eminence's condition would move 
my pity if I could forget the hatred you bear me,'* 
and he held forth the warrant with Henry's signa- 
ture attached. 

" Pity would be something new in your nature, 
Norfolk, for you have helped tear me like a wolf- 
ish hound, and a lamb's tongue was never found 
in a dog's mouth ! " Wolsey bitterly replied, scorn- 
ing his overtures and pity. 

" * Hound ' and ' dog ! ' It is well you are near 
death ! Here is youi* pardon from the king to be- 
take yourself to your see at York ; and begone 
quickly, or by the great Grod I have teeth yet to 
tear you to pieces 1 " the enraged duke yelled as he 
flung the pardon down and strode away. 

** You dastard ! " the cardinal called after him, 
and fell fainting to the floor. 

Wolsey mended, and in the following spring 
journeyed to York. With vigorous energy he re- 
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stored the ancient see to a semblance of new life. 
But he had the imprudence to solicit the Pope, the 
emperor and Francis to intercede with his royal 
master to have him restored to the chancellorship 
and the king's favor ; and in his letters to them he 
expressed sympathy for the forsaken Katherine. 
These letters, through the treachery of Agostino, 
his physician, fell into the hands of Norfolk, who 
showed them to the king. Some of his expressions 
were strong against Anne, which fired Henry's 
anger, and he ordered his arrest and confinement 
in the Tower. 

Expressing his own nature in his vengeance, 
with incredible cruelty the king gave the order for 
the arrest and committal to Percy to execute upon 
his foster father, much to Percy's intense repug- 
nance and disgust. It was in the spirit of de- 
testation and abhorrence that Percy was obliged 
to obey the king's command. Sir Walter Walshe, 
with fifty horse, was sent with him, and the car- 
dinal, expecting a foreign messenger in reply to 
his intercessions, was surprised one day in the fol- 
lowing November to face his adopted son, who 
dame into his presence unannounced. 

The king's warrant was confiscatory, which 
showed itself in Percy's action, and it robbed him 
of all his possessions; and the statute of prae- 
munire by king and Parliament forbade all chance 
of appeal. In violation of this statute, which pre- 
vented appeals outside the kingdom, Henry had 
compelled the cardinal to appeal to the Pope to 
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have his marriage to Katherine set aside. When 
Wolsey failed to secure the annuhnent, the king, 
with characteristic ingratitude and treachery, 
charged the cardinal with high treason for violatr 
ing the statute! 

" Percy, I am glad to see you ! " was Wolsey's 
startled exclamation, and his hands went out em- 
phasizing his welcome as he looked into the face 
of his noble son — all that was left in the 
world for him to love. Placing his hands 
gently on Percy's shoulders, he looked into his 
face, which was painfully set as if constricted to 
steel. 

" I arrest you, in the name of the king, for high 
treason ! " came from Percy in almost a sobbing 
whisper ; for love and reverence was too deeply im- 
planted within his soul for him to descend to vul- 
gar evenge. As he looked into his adopted- 
father's face he saw light and hope die out, and a 
settled anguish take its place, for Percy was the 
one he used to love next to his God. 

" You fill my cup to the full. I never suspected 
my boy capable of revenge. The king could not 
have treated me with greater severity in choosing 
you, my son, to be his instrument," he gently said 
in utter despair as his hands fell lifelessly from his 
boy's shoulders to his sides, whilst a constriction of 
his heart sent his face to an ashy gray. He stood 
with the torturing thought eating at his heart — 
this was his boy's revenge for what he had done 
to him. 
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** The king's warrfuii — you h^^ve it with you? '* 
h^ aaked, with some seipblaiice of dignity. 

'* Hew it i9, your omiiieQC)^," ^nd Percy baudfd 
him the dread docuioen^- 

^^ Of what am I accused? " he endea.yQr<Kl t^ %pk 
•ahnly. 

'^ Certain of your eminence's letters ha^ been 
delivered to. the kkig -r— \ '* 

^ I am not treasonous in any pf themp so I have 
no fear. But how 13 it yoi^ oan tfeat me so? ^ bi» 
broke in on Percy and a^ked chokingly. 

^^You misinterpret my presence. I am oom- 
pelled to this distasteful service against my will/' 
Percy faltered. 

^^ £yen so. Thank yoji — and thank the heav-' 
enly Jesu! May I have the attendance of mji 
servant? ^ he asked, and a look ol ineffable relief 
eame into his face as he understood the attitude 
of his hoy. 

It was dreadful to Percy. His formerly be^ 
loved father his prisoner} and in his difltress. axA 
stripped of his ally suing to him for his own serv- 
ant ! It unmanned Percy, and he fell to his knees, 
he could not help it, and brokenly cried : " Pity 
mef Mine is a hard duty — help me to its best 
performance — and forgive me ! ^ 

" I do — r I do ! I knew you were not soulless — 
the holy Jesu bless you ! '' and the cardinal sank 
into a chair while Percy arose and hurried away 
— r- for he could not bear the grief Icmger ^r- and 
sent Cavendish to care for him. 
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Wolsey's illness recurred on him, but they began 
their journey as soon as he could travel, and they 
slowly made Pomfret and Doacaster. Then they 
went on to Sheffield Fark» wh^re the Earl of 
Shrewsbury, who was one of Wolsey's tried friends, 
out of kindness journeyed down from London to 
receive him* For three weieks tb^ cardinal lay at 
Sheffield Park suffering from a dreadful form of 
dy^ejlM^ery. Tlien Sir William Kingston, the con- 
stable of the Tower, eiime after him to tak« him 
to London, and Wolsey made a tremeudouis effort 
to obey the king's command by endeavoring to 
proceed. 

Percy came to his emin^ace one morning and 
found him cm his knees at his orisons, his body 
l^umb from sickness aad grief over the king's in- 
gratitude. Percy listened as his eminence finished 
by siiying, in a fee^e monotone, a pprtion of the 
Dolorosa : 



''^Fi^c me plagis vulnerari 
Fac me cruce inebriari^ 
Et crurore Filii. 
Flaiomis ne urar succepsus 
Per te^ Vixgo^ sim defensus 
In. dip judicii." 

** Womided with his every womid 
Steep my soul till it hath swooned 
In H^ft very blood away; 
Be tQ noe^ C^ Vj^gl9, nigh, 
I.est in flames I burn and die 
In his awful judgment day." 
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Thus he prayed ; and becoming aware of Percy's 
presence, he endeavored to rise from his knees^ but 
could not. So Percy assisted him; and when he 
was dressed, he picked him up in his strong arms 
and carried him to his mule. At the gentlest 
pace they traveled; and by night they made an* 
other of Shrewsbury's houses, Hardwicke Hall, in 
Nottinghamshire. 

More slowly still the next day they proceeded. 
Headed by Sir William Kingston and his escort, 
the once mighty chancellor trailed through the 
city of Nottingham and at last made Leicester 
Abbey. 

The journey was so trying and Wolsey so en- 
feebled that he reeled in his saddle. Percy had to 
place his arm about him and support him on his 
mule, while his eminence endeavored to aid himself 
with his arm about his beloved boy's shoulders. 

It is a banquet to a starving man to receive the 
fragments that a well-fed dog might reject. So 
the feeling of his boy's arm about him in his utter 
desolation drew tears from Wolsey's heart — for 
the heart can weep! His soul had craved and 
hungered for the love this act expressed. He was 
glad when night's shadows hid him, for the gloam- 
ing harmonized with his troubled soul and merci- 
fully covered the evidences of his grief — the 
weakness humanity ofttimes belittles but which 
really brings strength and might, for it is the 
storm-cloud in which moves the spirit of God. His 
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eminence was feasting on heavenly balm. His 
dear son's presence and his kindly touch provided 
it. At the Abbey, flaming torches, in the hands 
of the brethren, met them; and the good abbot 
could see that grim death had also been walking 
beside the cardinal, and exclaimed : " My lord — 
you are sadly weary ! Welcome — and be assured 
that we will care for you ! '* 

" Father Abbot, I am come to lay my bones 
among you. Give them peaceful rest in this holy 
house, for I am near my death," be replied. Percy 
lifted him tenderly from the saddle and carried 
him to his bed and stayed with him. Kneeling by 
his bedside, he spent his night in vigil as a faithful 
son watching his father. Through the night 
watches, from fingering the crucifix, the cardinal's 
hand stole towards Percy's and touched his — that 
was all! But the touch was after the order of 
Christ's when His divine fingers wrought miracles 
in healing men's infirmities. For this subtlety of 
transmission we all crave and it was balm to the 
cardinal's soul in his extremity. Cavendish re- 
lieved Percy in the early morning, and when his 
eminence awoke, he asked : " Who is this ? " and 
he felt for Percy's hand. " Where is my boy? " 
he gasped. 

" Lying down, your eminence. I have not long 
since relieved him." 

" It is well. What is the hour? " 

" It is after eight o'clock," Cavendish answered. 
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^ No, no ! At eight o'clook my soul mil 
be in Faradisey" be responded, i^inkittg into l^th^ 
argy. 

The day pflLssed long and wearily, for the k^^p 
of life ju»t flickered, refusing to go out. 

Another piece of injustice was done him by the 
king right on the brink of the grave* The 
Council, rummaging through the oardinal^» 
papers, saw an account of money borrowed for his 
aretuepisc^al installatioii and which the king cov- 
eted. As it was not found, they wanted to know 
where the money was, and Kingston was deputed 
to ask him. 

But Kingston's soul was superior to his master's 
and in visiting the dying man he only incidentally 

mentioned it. 

** The king shall not have it. It does not belong 
to lum. I left it safely with one to return, and 
any over is for Masses to be said for my soul. It 
will be emi^oyed soon. Tell the king so," he man- 
aged to say with some of his old time Are. 

" I am obliged to obey the king's ooimnand, your 
eminence, or I would not have asked you,** 
Kingston explained, when the cardinal in his 
feeUenei^ replied: 

" I know, my good friend. Come close, far I 
am dying. I would sei^d a message by you to the 
king," and he put his hand in Kingston's. 

" Talk not of dying. You are yet a lion among 
men! Your eminence will confound your ene- 
mies yet," Kingston kindly said to hearten him. 
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" Hush — God win have to do that, Kingston ! 
Tell his highness that I am receiving my just re- 
ward for the worldly diligence and pains I have 
taken to serve him. If I had served God as dili- 
gently, he would not have given me over in my 
gray hairs. Commend me to his highness and ask 
him to search his conscience as to when Wolsey was 
a traitor, for I have no thne now to answer my 
accusers. Goodrby, Kingston! Send my son to 
me, for I am dying," he gasped. The effort to 
send the king his message waB dlmost too much for 
him. 

Kingston, kneeling, kissed his hand; then 
sacredly lifted it to his own head for a benediction 
and received a getatle pressure. 

Percy soon came and knelt beside him. The 
cardinal tried to place his arm aboUt his neck and 
Percy helped him ; then Wolsey feebly drew hiln to 
him and whispered: "Forgive me, Percy — I 
wrecked your life — I see it now clearly ! I should 
have defended you at the risk of mine, but I failed 
you ! Forgive me ! Oh, I pray the Crucified, for- 
give me ! *' he brokenly sobbed. 

" I do, I do ! My father, I have ! It was a pit- 
iful mistake ! I Ibve you — you knoW I do ! '* and 
Percy leant over and kissed the cardinal's dying 
lips while blinding tears dropped on his eminence's 
face. Heavily drops they were, for they washed 
out sting and wrong and refreshed the dying prel- 
ate's soul. 

They were to him the distillations of heaven* 
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" I thank the holy Jesu ! '' was all he could faintly 
whisper as he sank into coma. 

Yet once more his feeble light revived. Death 
stood to claim his soul, but with a mighty effort 
for life, he resisted. In the morning the change 
came, though to all outward appearances he 
seemed better. 

Cavendish brought him a little wine and broth, 
when he asked before touching it : " What day 
is it?'' 

" Tuesday morning, your eminence," Cavendish 
replied. 

" And St. Andrew's eve and a fast day. Take 
it away, for I do not want it," he murmured, con- 
forming to strict usage, even on the brink of the 
grave. 

" Your condition surely excuses your eminence," 
the good abbot said as he came in. 

" I will not have it, but I would confess to you," 
he answered. 

All retired while he did so. Then Percy again 
knelt by his side and held the hand which sought 
his own all the time, and would do so while it had 
life to grip. 

Fingering the crucifix, he tried to hold it so that 
his eyes might rest upon the blessed, impaled 
martyr. Percy held it for him while he whispered 
to the Holy Otie with the faint whispering of a 
little child, and ended with a fragment of the 
Dolorosa : 
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Christe^ cum sit hinc exire^ 
Da per Matrem me venire 
Ad palmam victoriae. 
Quando corpus morietur^ 
Fac ut animae donetur 
Paradisi gloria." 

Christy when thou shalt call me hence 
Be thy Mother my defense. 
Be thy cross my victory; 
While my body here decays, 
Afay my soul thy goodness praise, 
Safe in Paradise with thee." 



" Paradisi gloria ! " he whispered again, star- 
tlingly, earnestly gazing at the blessed Christ- 
vision before him. Then more loudly he called: 
" Deus in adjutorium meum intende ! " (Incline 
unto my aid, O God.) 

Then his eyes became staring and the good 
abbot moved to him and anointed the dying man. 
He struggled to turn toward Percy, and with a 
stronger grip upon his holden hand, he feebly, 
brokenly gasped : " Percy — my son ! I love 
you ! Para — disi — gloria ! — For — give ! " He 
could just finish it, thus delivering his souPs love 
to his boy. Then his jaw fell, and his eyes stared 
sightless out of their ghastly sockets ; but they saw 
farther and clearer than when on earth — for they 
looked on GOD ! 

The clock of the abbey tolled eight I and all 
looked at each other as they remembered his words : 
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" At eight o'clock my soul will be in Paradise." 
Clad in his archiepiscopal robes, they buried him 
in a monk's plain coffin in the old abbey ; and Percy 
stood and wept at the head of his grave. 



CHAPTER XXXII 
THE PROPHETESS' WARNING 

Shortly after the death of the great cardinal 
the court moved to Hampton Court, and the king 
was strolling on the river terrace talking to 
Thomas Cromwell, formerly one of Wolsey's secre- 
taries to whom the king had taken a fancy because 
of his shrewdness and had therefore retained in his 
service. 

Looking at him keenly, he remarked : " And so 
your old master is dead? " 

" Yes, Sire, and I am sorry," Cromwell bluntly 
replied. 

" Humph — so am I ! Norfolk killed Wolsey ! 
I am glad I did not give the duke the chancellor- 
ship. Wolsey was a genius, while Norfolk is a 
mufF. Have you heard from Doctor Cranmer.?" 
he asked. 

" Yes, Sire. The archbishop is making excel- 
lent progress and gaining opinions favorable to 
your matter from the universities abroad," Crom- 
well replied. 

" Then I can get along without Wolsey, after 
all," the king unfeelingly remarked. ^ 

" Your majesty has faithful servants willing to 

serve you," the secretary diplomatically answered, 

looking shrewdly at the king. 

307 
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" Willingness is not cleverness. Where did you 
learn your shrewdness, for I see you have some? '* 
the king questioned, measuring the man with his 
eyes. 

" Under that great Italian, Machiavelli, Sire. 
And from Cardinal Wolsey, also, who patterned 
after him," Cromwell replied. 

Walking to a seat, the king sat down and then 
remarked : " Wolsey was a master, there is no 
doubt of that. But, master secretary, do you 
think the clergy and people would favorably take a 
decision of divorce in our matter? " 

" They would have to. Sire, if I were — ! But I 
beg your majesty's pardon, I am forgetting my- 
self ! " and the secretary placed his hand to his 
mouth as if rebuking his too quick tongue. 

" Nay ! Out with it, man — give me your true 
mind in the matter ! " the king commanded. 

" Then if I were king. Sire, I would make them," 
he bluntly responded. 

" Are you an infidel ? Would you dare go 
against the opinions of holy church? " the king 
questioned. 

" I am not an infidel. Sire. But is it not reason- 
able to suppose that English matters can be better 
adjudicated in English courts than by a foreigner, 
even if that one be his Holiness? " he asked. 

" There is sense in that. But what if the 
Holy Father doesn't agree with us?" the king 
asked. 

" Teach his Holiness. Th$ emperor is doing so. 
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and the Pope falls into line,'* he dared suggest to 
the king. 

'" True ! " and the king sat and thought as 
Cromwell continued : " The emperor is using the 
Pope as a cat's-paw to annoy you in champion- 
ing Queen Katherine's cause, Sire." 

" I believe it. And he sent that old dolt of a 
Campeggio to fool me ! " he exclaimed. 

" You really made a mistake. Sire, in returning 
him the decretal. Cardinal Wolsey agreed with 
me in that matter," he flatly said. 

"Did he? They have tricked me all the way 
through, and now it is my turn. But you are 
shrewd. What would you do in the divorce mat- 
ter? " he asked, and listened intently for the 
answer. 

" Sire, I would have my own courts decide, and 
let his Holiness fall into line," the secretary said 
slowly and deliberately. 

" And if the Holy Father refuses to confirm the 
same? " he asked. 

" Act independently, Sire. England will stand 
with England's king," he boldly advised. 

" But that would mean Clement and Charles 
allied against me, and if Francis joined them, it 
might cost England rivers of blood," the king said, 
consulting with the brainy man before him. 

" Ally Francis with yourself. Sire. He has no 
love for his late conqueror. Francis and you can 
defy the emperor." 

The king listened to the outlined policy, then 
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said : ^^ I see you are a diplomat. You shall take 
a letter to Francis and tell him that I shall follow 
with the marchioness. She has been lied about, 
and Francis shall again see my jewel," the king 
eagerly added, and then beckoned to Wyatt : " Tell 
the Marchioness of Pembroke that I am going to 
York House and that I have a special secret to tell 
her to-morrow." And the king walked to the 
palace with Cromwell, the star rising in the place 
of Wolsey. 

Wyatt mounted his horse and rode toward 
Sheen, for he knew that was the way Anne's party 
had ridden. He had the good fortune to meet 
them returning, and so delivered the king's mes- 
sage. 

On their return home, as they were in the ave- 
nue of the cross, they met some gypsies. An old 
grizzled hag separated herself from the rest and 
planted herself directly in their path. She was 
tall and spare and a commanding figure with her 
striking appearance, for she held one arm raised 
with a pointing finger, and they saw that she 
had a huge snake coiled about her, its ugly head 
lying along her upraised arm as its wicked eyes 
gleamed at them and its darting tongue licked 
her flesh. She stood as some weird prophetess of 
old and in a croaking voice called : " Hail — 
England's future queen ! " and she bowed low to 
Anne. Hector snorted at the gaudily bedizened 
hag who stood in his path. 

" They are Egyptiani ! I saw them at Pau at 
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Queen Margaret's," Anne said quickly to Percy 
who rode at her side. 

" What an extraordinary creature ! I wonder 
what she wants? '* Percy questioned. 

The hag walked as close as Hector would let 
her when she looked scrutinizingly at Anne, say- 
ing: "Pretty one! I told you in France that 
* love was killed and yet alive.' The noble riding 
by your side possesses your heart, though you will 
marry the king I Ha, ha ! " 

There was such attractiveness about the un- 
canny, fantastic creature that Percy said: " Who 
told you this? Are you not afraid of being pub- 
licly whipped as a witch? " 

" No, young lord, whose love was foiled by king- 
craft I A daughter of King Zindl, descended from 
the great Atsinkan who listened to that great 
Christian magician, Saul of Tarsus, and whose race 
descended from Abraham's son Ishmael, is not 
afraid of England's cruel king. None of you dare 
molest me while I have this protector ! " and as she 
spoke some outlandish words to the reptile, it 
raised its head and its wicked eyes gleamed as it 
prepared for attack, and the horses backed from 
it in terror. 

But the hag quieted it as she said : " I have a 
word of warning for your future queen. Come 
with her that she may hear it to-night at set of 
sun." 

" And where shall we come? " Anne asked with 
a merry laugh. 
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" Come — to the eagle tree, that spot where you 
was jealous of the lord at your side! ' Yellow is 
jealousy,' ha ha! when pinned on another,*' and 
the crone pointed and strode away, muttering: 
" I shall let you see your future. Your future, 
the Queen of the Romani can show you." 

Anne was startled at the creature knowing and 
exposing her secret heart, and she glanced at 
Percy and she saw that he was startled too. 

" A pack of cut-throats to my notion, Anne. I 
would not go near them," the viscount said. 

" La, la, George ! I love an adventure, let us 
go! You will accompany me, for the king is 
away," she said to Percy. 

How could he resist her? " I shall do anything, 
go anywhere for you ! " he said, for he was curious 
too. 

" How on earth could she know about us, 
Percy ? " she asked. 

" She has been talking to the retainers," Wyatt, 
overhearing, suggested. 

" That was several years ago, Thomas, and we 
had no servants with us if you remember," Anne 
quickly replied. 

Wyatt remembered only too well, for it was the 
day of his refusal, and a day of cruel jealousy for 
him who had never ceased to love her, and with an 
intensified love of such quality that he loved none 
other, but was wholly and solely yoked to her 
destiny. 

In the gloaming they made their way to the 
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eagle tree where the great nest was seen high up 
in the forked branches. Gazing skyward, they 
could see two black specks wheeling and circling, 
watching their eyrie, and ready to descend when 
they felt safe to do so in the shadows. 

At the foot of the forest giant a great tent was 
seen, open in front, and the folds secured with pin 
thorns. Just inside a fire burned, which sent a 
thin, curling, white smoke out through a hole in 
the roof which ascended like incense to the sky. 
Two smaller tents stood on one side, everything 
being orderly about them, with an absence of the 
tatterdemalion and ragdom peculiar to such 
people. The sound of the horses brought the 
gypsy queen to the opening; and she certainly was 
a striking figure dressed in a long flowing brilliant 
underskirt, over which she wore a green velvet 
cloak edged with gold and worn toga-like, and 
showing snowy linen beneath. 

On her head she wore a red and green silk turban 
of India make, her feet were sandaled, and about 
her neck was a chain of gold of great links and 
coins, and upon her fingers rings sparkled with 
gems of great value. 

She verily looked a queen — tawny, gaunt and 
erect, her flashing orbs laden with a look of fatal- 
ity. Placing a tiny whistle to her lips she blew 
thrice, when from the bracken sprang a dozen 
swarthy Egyptiani. With a wave of her hand she 
motioned to the party and they immediately held 
stirrup and bridle for dismounting. 
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^^ I am not sure that we intend dismounting','' 
Percy said. 

" Then what did you come for? Are nobles 
afraid of an old woman? Your future queen will 
talk with me," and she came close to Anne and, giv- 
ing her a piercing glance, she lifted her from the 
saddle, and Anne followed the gypsy queen as if 
drawn by some subtle charm. 

" One here will give the rest of you welcome," 
and she called in a guttural tongue. From the 
tent issued a noble-looking figure dressed partly 
like the nobles of the time and partly in the bar- 
baric dress of ancient Rome. 

A velvet turban covered his gray locks which 
fell about shoulders fairly erect, though they 
counted just beyond four score summers. 

" The King of the Romani and father of his 
tribe will entertain you *' ; thus she introduced him. 
Then she released the pin-thorns, touched Anne 
and Mary Wyatt upon the shoulder, and said: 
" Come ! '* And the descending folds shut the rest 
out. 

The two found themselves in a spacious tent 
which a lamp, descending from its center, disclosed. 
The tent was hung with costly Persian stuff in 
subdued colors, and beneath their feet were Turk- 
ish rugs, and the fire was laid upon tiles set four- 
square near the tent opening. Near the back of 
the tent was a rustic seat heaped up with silken 
cushions, and along the back of which was stretched 
the giant snake. 
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The gypsy seated herself here and invited the 
two to sit with her, but the loathsome reptile 
caressed the queen's shoulder and its tongue played 
upon her face, and they were horrified. 

" Do not be afraid of my protector, for we na- 
ture-lovers love her children," and the gypsy patted 
the evil head and blew her whistle softly; then a 
dark-skinned maid brought low stools for the two, 
and seated them facing the wonderful gypsy queen. 

" What can I do for you? " she asked, and fixed 
her striking eyes upon Anne. 

" I saw you at Pau when you told Queen Mar- . 
garet things which came true. You call me by a 
name and title that I have no right to ; so tell me 
why you do it? " Anne bravely asked. 

" Motherless girl with poor advisers, your love 
belongs to a man who will never mate with you. 
Unhappy you, with a merry suppression over your 
hurrying destiny. Queen to be, but woe the day ! 
When the roses of England encircling crown your 
brow, on that very day they will begin to fade and 
turn into a crown of thorns ! " she ominously said. 

" Hush ! " Anne cried, alarmed. 

" Thorns which will at last pierce your heart 
and eventually slay you ! " she added grimly. 

" But why tell me this? How do you know? " 
Anne asked, really alarmed. 

"I tell the truth — do you need convincing? 
Dare you look into the future? " the gjfsy asked, 
looking like a seeress of fate. 

^^ I dare ! But let harm come to me and the 
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king would have flayed you alive," Anne coura- 
geously said, though her heart was all trepida- 
tion. 

" I am not afraid of England's tyrant, for that 
is what Henry is. But I will show you to warn 
you. What you see will be your future destiny 
unweaving itself, and I am powerless to alter it. 
Now, dare you look ? " she asked. 

" Yes ! '* Anne bravely responded. 

From beneath her divan she took a beautiful 
sandalwood box. From it she took a crystal ball 
of purest luster, to which was attached a golden 
chain ending with a hook. 

Suspending this from a cross-beam over the fire, 
she took something from her bosom and cast it 
upon the coals. A curling smoke ascended and 
played around the ball, which did not defile it, but 
filled the tent with an aromatic odor. 

The two gazed spellbound, for the ball took the 
soul of the fire within itself and glowed like a red 
star in the darkness. Touching Anne's eyes, the 
gypsy said : " Look ! What do you see? Speak ! " 

The crystal globe dilated to the wondering Anne 
and clarified, and in it a vision appeared. She 
saw a stately fane shaping into the Abbey of West- 
minster. It intensified and became real, and Anne 
spoke : " It is a coronation. The Abbey fills with 
life, and one is moving forward to be crowned. Oh, 
beautiful being ! She looks like — it is — myself ! 
They crown me amid rejoicings ! " Then she said 
hurriedly : " When — Oh, what is that in my lap? 
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— a curse? It fades — it grows dark!" and 
Anne gave a sort of sobbing sigh. 

" Look again — speak ! " the gypsy com- 
manded. 

" I see the king's private audience room. And 
who is this coming in.?^ — 'Tis I! A young maid 
sits on the king's knee and I am angry ! The king 
menaces me — and I quail before him ! But, Oh, 
it is fading — let me see more ! " Anne cried with 
terror in her face. 

" God of Abraham, shall I show her more ! " the 
gypsy murmuringly exclaimed. " But she shall 
be warned though she die here. Look again! — 
Speak ! " she again commanded. 

In terror Anne complied, and again spoke : ^^ I 
see a scaffold and the headsman's block — and 
some are moving to it! Great God — they are 
women ! Mary Wyatt — you are there ! And I ! 
I kneel and lay — great God, my head ! — Oh ! " 
and Anne pitched forward against Mary Wyatt 
and swooned. 

It was Mary's screams which brought them run- 
ning into the tent, and Percy asked : " What 
have you done to her with your ogreish devilments, 
you hag? " 

" Peace ! or you will be torn limb from limb if 
you are heard ! She will recover," the Egyptian! 
said, giving her a little water. 

Anne soon opened her eyes, and cried : " The 
crystal ! The crystal ! I would see more ! " but the 
gypsy passed her hands before her face and 
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commanded : " Peace, child ! " and calmed her. 

"What does she mean, Mary Wyatt? What 
does she mean, you hag? " the viscount angrily 
aswed, for the gypsy had secreted the crystal 
ball. 

" Peace, again I say, and back, for you are men- 
aced ! Look above you, for you are in danger ! " 
the gypsy queen called. 

Dangling from the cross-beam was the great 
snake swaying to and fro threatening them, which 
made them all recoil. 

Percy's sword was out on the instant, and the 
reptile would have been sliced in two, but the 
gypsy, divining his meaning, raised her arm, when 
it glided about her in all its anger. Then raising 
her whistle she blew it sharply thrice and said: 
" I have saved you from death, for had you slain 
this sacred veneration of our tribe, you could not 
pass from here alive. Even now hundreds of 
angry men are at the tent-folds ready to cut you 
to pieces if I give not a good account so that you 
go unmolested." 

Anne, in fear of their lives, quickly said : " I 
only fainted. This venerable prophetess and 
mighty queen has done me a great service beyond 
all reward. Take this, and be sure I shall lay to 
heart what I have seen. And may the holy Jesu 
guide and protect my future days," and she gave 
the gypsy a handful of golden nobles and a chain 
of gold. 

This pleased her, for she said : " Maiden, you 
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are lovely and have a gentle soul, too gentle for 
your hard destiny. You can avoid the same by 
fleeing from it ; but how — is more than I have wis- 
dom to tell. I give you this, a ring of great value. 
Two hairs from the great magician. King Abra- 
ham, taken from his tomb, and woven with the hair 
of the great Atsinkan are within this golden ring. 
King Abraham, you remember, by the divination 
of fire saw strange things * as you have done. He 
was addressed at set of sun as you have been. 
Wear this ring and good will follow you; lose it, 
and ill fortune will find you. I have said enough. 
Farewell ! I have done you a great favor, greater 
than you know, but you need it, for you have a 
brave heart and are motherless ! *' 

Passing to the tent-folds, she pinned them back, 
disclosing to their astonishment several hundred 
armed and mounted men with swarthy, evil-looking 
countenances, and at their head, the King of the 
Romani. 

The horses of Anne's party were held well in the 
rear ; but Percy, giving his peculiar whistle, called 
Hector, and the noble beast fought his way to 
him, though several of the knaves hung to his 
bridle. 

Laying her hand on Percy's arm the gypsy 
whispered : " She loves you — you love her. It is 
left to you to guard her well ! " Beckoning with 
her hand she ordered their horses brought, when 

*Gen. XV, 12-18. 
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the Romani king said : ^^ Your call sounded of 
menace and threat by those we have entertained. 
Have you commands for us? " 

" Yes. Give the future Queen of England your 
royal salute ! " And they rode through the 
armed party as they raised their evil looking 
weapons in salutation. 



CHAPTER XXXin 

THE MEETING OF THE KINGS 

It was in October, 168*1, at the citadel castle of 
Boulogne, sometimes called Bononia, that King 
Francis was entertaining King Henry with a thou- 
sand of his entourage. In the great audience 
room of the castle, superbly decorated for the oc- 
casion, Francis and Henry were moving about 
among the flower of the chivalry and beauty of 
England and France. In groups were seen the 
most distinguished people of both countries. , Nor- 
folk talked to the French chancellor. Cardinal de 
Granvelle, and the English lord chancellor, Sir 
Thomas More. The renowned marshal, Anne de 
Montmorency, as gallant in castle hall as brave in 
battle, talked with Suffolk, and both conversed 
with the Duchess de Angouleme and the Princess 
Mary Tudor ; and the Viscountess Rochf ord stood 
between the two nobles, for where Suffolk was she 
managed to be. Queen Margaret of Navarre was 
seen patting the hand of the beautiful Marchioness 
Anne Boleyn as she held it upon her arm; while 
the Duke de Vendome, Admiral Bonnivet and the 
Cardinal of Lorraine honeyed around, the cardinal 
most anxious to see the beautiful English rose 
who was stirring all Christendom. 

The two kings talked apart« Henry was the 

3^1 
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perfect giant, bluff, hearty and handsome ; yet his 
countenance betokened expectancy as he jealously 
watched the reception Anne was receiving ; and his 
face beamed as he noticed the cordiality Queen 
Margaret bestowed upon her. Francis was tall, 
squarely built, not good looking, for his nose was 
too long ; but he had an amiable smile, with bright 
eyes which illuminated his face ; and he had a most 
courtly grace and charming manners. He was 
dressed in a doublet of golden tissue daintily 
worked, his shirt of snowy silk showing through; 
and his cloak of purple velvet, edged with strands 
of gold and ermine lined, added to the breadth 
and squareness of his shoulders. Around his neck 
he wore a jeweled collar, and a jaunty, jewel- 
plumed cap sat upon his head. A splendid signet 
ring was upon his hand which was cordially laid 
upon Henry's broad shoulder. 

" Cousin, let your shrewd secretary, Cromwell, 
with our chancellors, arrange the alliance matter, 
for your secretary bids fair to surpass Wolsey. 
But I am jealous to be near yon English rose with 
Margaret," and the king moved to go to her. 

" Is she not a beauty? *' Henry exclaimed. 

" A dear little greitze^ and good to feel in your 
arms, eh? I envy you her, cousin of England, for 
she is as witty as beautiful," Francis said quiz- 
zically. 

" Had she lovers in France? You had her with 
you a long time? " Henry asked. 

" Lovers ? — in plenty ! All loved her, but she 
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kept them in their place. All danced attendance 
on her, and I have sometimes called her a little 
prude. But she was fair to all and kept her heart 
for herself — or for you ! " Francis said, pleas- 
ing Henry, as he left him and strolled towards 
Ainne. 

** Margaret, loan me the Marchioness of Pem- 
broke, for I would show her one of the terrace 
views and wish to talk with her,*' he said to his 
sister. 

" I am loth to part with her, but * au revoir ' 
for a little while," Queen Margaret said graciously 
as the king took Anne's hand and, placing it upon 
his arm, led her out to the terrace of the castle 
overlooking the river Liane, which wound away be- 
low them and trailed to the sea. 

^^ Our cousin of England has whispered secrets 
concerning a certain fair marchioness, and he has 
been asking my advice in the matter,'' Francis 
said flatteringly, hoping to pique her curiosity. 

But Anne had felt resentment towards him since 
she heard what Wolsey said about him, and Henry 
had great difficulty in getting her to accompany 
him to France, even having to lay his commands 
upon her. 

** Cardinal Wolsey told me the advice you gave 
him, Sire, which was not very flattering to your 
former friend, Anne Boleyn," she said stiflly. 

Francis colored deeply, for he supposed she 
dared not confront him with diplomatic secrets, 
and so he said : ^^ My royal cousin has included 
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you in his counsels, I see. ViThat did Wolsey say 
about me? '' 

^^ He said, Sire, that King Francis recommended 
his English cousin to give me a left-handed honor," 
and she said it plainly — though with a blushing 
face, yet with majestic dignity. 

" And what did the purest of English ladies re- 
ply? " he asked gallantly, scanning her face 
closely. 

Anne thought she detected the least bit of sar- 
casm in the king's tone, and so she replied : " The 
lady — and not what you sarcastically call her — 
Sire, but the lady in honor refused to stay in the 
cardinal's presence, though he was an austere 
prince of the church." 

" And what then of Wolsey's adviser, fair 
marchioness ? " and Francis eyed her critically, 
wondering what she would reply. 

" I am here. Sire, to ask you if it is true? The 
Queen of France has refused me her presence who 
was once one of her most loved ladies, and her ab- 
sence shows she is offended at me, and it depends 
upon your answer as to whether Anne Boleyn will 
allow the king of France to abide in her presence." 
Her eyes flashed with indignation, and she re- 
garded him with the challenge of outraged honor. 

Francis was thunderstruck. It was as if an 
injured bird had flown in his face. With light- 
ning intelligence, and with majestic gallantry he 
doffed his hat, dropped to one knee, and taking 
the marchioness' hand, lifted it to hi& lips as he 
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said: "Fairest and purest, Francis asks your 
pardon ! " 

Anne was struck with his evident sincerity, and 
remembered herself sufficiently to immediately for- 
give and make him her friend, as she warmly said : 
" You are forgiven. Sire. I have only the best 
recollections of dear France, and the happy court ^ ^ /^^ 
V at VersaiUes." A few tears would not be con- -^ ^' 
I trolled but forced themselves down her cheeks in f^' '?/'-< ^ 
the joy that the king acknowledged her honor. /Vp,^^,*. /c 

" And why those tears, dear marchioness? " and v.// i^^ 
the king offered her his snowy kerchief with the 
deepest solicitation. 

With a sunny smile she answered : " It has been 
cried over Europe as a crime that a daughter of 
the Howards, whose blood. Sire, has graced 
thrones, aspires to be the Queen of England at the 
sacrifice of her fame and honor. All Christendom, 
with its head, even the Holy Father, has suggested 
a left-handed union between the king and myself, 
but I vow — before the Holy Mother — that my 
right hand shall be led to holy crowning, or not at 
all ! " She smiled through tears, and her tears 
attested the truth and the injury done her fair 
fame and worth. 

" Brave little lady ! Tore the Holy Mother I 
envy my cousin his brilliant rose ! *' the king said 
with genuine admiration, and then added : " But 
our aunt Katherine is a sorrowful lady." 

" Sire, I have begged and entreated the King 
of England to release me ! By force and against 
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my will I am his chosen friend. You helped drive 
me from France into his hands when I sought 
the shelter of your court from him, and you sug- 
gested the course that he should pursue with me ! " 
she flashed at him. 

" Le diablcy so I did ! But I thought I was for- 
given ! " he said, only willing that she should not 
further accuse him of his base part. 

" Sire, the river is beautiful as it emerges from 
the forest. I should love to again see Versailles 
and ride to hawking with you, matching my bird 
with yours," she immediately responded, turning 
the conversation. 

But Francis would not have it so, and said : " I 
used to admire you at Versailles . Marchioness, I 
have wrongly tried to get near the heart of the 
English rose, but she was always as pure as the 
rose filled with dewdrops and fit to grace any 
throne. By the holy Jesu, I will tell my cousin 
so ! " and he raised his bonnet, and with an innate 
sense of her purity he remained bareheaded in her 
presence, as if she were a princess and his equal. 

" Thank you. Sire," and Anne gave the king a 
sweeping curtsey as he called to Triboulet, his fool : 
"Ask the King of England to join us here. I 
want him." 

When Henry stepped out on the terrace, Fran- 
cis took Anne's hand and led her to him, and said : 
" Cousin, I have made peace with your fair kins- 
woman and asked forgiveness of my sin in mis- 
judging her. She is fit to grace any throne, and 
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will honor England's as soon as you place her 
there/* 

Henry's delight was unbounded; but the two 
were taken aback in their acceptance of their mu- 
tual thought concerning her, for with a rippling 
laugh she said: ^*La, la, Siret Kings are con- 
ceited beyond common mortals ! '' and she looked 
bewitchingly lovely at them both. 

** How so? What have I said that is wrong? '' 
Francis asked. 

** Nothing, Sire, from your own point of view ; 
but you have concluded that Anne Boleyn aspires 
to a throne, when she has fought to keep from it, 
and will do so until forces mightier than a weak 
woman conquers! La, la. Sire! You do not yet 
know the little English rose ! '' and she ran from 
them and tripped into the castle. 

'* By gad ! that is true ! Now what do you think 
of my dainty sweetheart? '' Henry asked. 

** Cousin, I tried my charms upon her, but she 
is the envy and distraction of our sex. I vow that 
if she were in France I should be your rival for her 
hand, or wear my heart out in the efFort.** 

** But what would you do if the little witch would 
not marry you ? " Henry asked like a boy denied. 

** I would love her^ cousin of England,'' and 
Francis laughed boisterously. '^Love her, and 
make her feel it ! " he added. 

Late in the evening a grand banquet and enter- 
tainment was given. Queen Margaret invited the 
marchioness to a seat at her table, having coaxed 
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Anne to give them an exhibition of her incompara- 
ble dancing and singing as a surprise for the two 
royal sovereigns. So, at the end of the banquet, 
Anne slipped away, and while the kings were en- 
gaged in toasting each other, a lady herald was 
announced and brought into the presence of thei 
monarchs. The herald, who was dressed in crim- 
son satin and a tabard of pine Cyprus, held a sil- 
ver trumpet on which she blew a fanfare. 

" From whence come you, fair herald? " Francis 
asked. 

" From the stellar worlds. Seven starry, queenly \ 

sisters have descended to earth and would visit 
your majesties,'* the herald replied. 

" Give them our royal greeting and bid them 
welcome. We are impatient to see them ! " he said 
in expectancy. 

Departing to the saluting fanfares of the royal 
heralds, the fair one soon returned conducting the 
Pleiades, dressed alike in cloth of gold, slashed 
and puffed with cloth of silver and knit with laces 
of gold. They wore in their hair golden stars 
and carried starry wands, and bore upon their 
wrists snow-white doves confined with golden 
chains; and they entered masked. As they ap- 
proached their majesties one of them broke into 
song, flooding the room with her lovely voice: 

" Seven sisters pure and bright 
Shining down on earth's dark night. 
Left their starry home on high 
To visit earthly royalties. 
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Orion chased us, 
Jupiter changed us. 
Doves — we upward flew 
To the starry blue. 
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Souls transposed, to earth incline. 
Maiden hearts for lovers pine. 
Heaven a desert would be no doubt. 
Were love and mating cast without. 

Orion's vanquished, 

Artemis slew him. 

Doves — we downward flew 

To lover hearts so true." 



At the ending of the song, the captive doves 
were released, and the seven joined hands and 
danced before the king. Then the king's mu- 
sicians played and the divine Pleiad danced before 
them all. 

It was a superb effort, expressing rhapsody, 
joy, gladness; then dreamy heart throbs and be- 
seeching pathos, bursting again into triumphs and 
victories as she floated a radiant star before them, 
bowing to the floor in majestic conquest at the feet 
of the monarchs as the music sank into silence. 

" Bravo ! Bravo ! '* Francis cried enthusiastic- 
ally and arose : " Give me the privilege of danc- 
ing with one of the queens of the sky ! '* he raptur- 
ously said, as he dropped to one knee and offered 
his hand to Anne, which was a signal for them 
all. King Henry offered his to another of the 
fair satellites when dancing became general. 
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*^ Fairest among your sisters, clouds always did 
oppress me," Francis whispered to his partner as 
they danced together. 

*^ I thought bright stars dissipated gloom, fair 
sir,*' she bewitchingly replied. 

" Then it is cruel of you to obscure your bril- 
liancy, and I beg you to shine on me." And 
Francis took her head between his hands and, with 
the pressure of a lover, released her mask, reveal- 
ing the beautiful marchioness, whose blushing face 
acknowledged the trespass he had made upon it. 

With his arm about her he whispered : " King 
Henry would have me for a rival were you to tarry 
among us in France." And they whirled around 
the room in the intoxication of a dreamy waltz. 

"Fie, Sire! But la, la! I remember that I 
have returned to the land of chivalry in dear 
France," and she glided with him with a sense of 
triumph and purest enjoyment. 

" No, not flattery — dear soul of the Pleiades ! 
If Henry were Orion and slain, Francis would be 
your lover ! " 

Anne saw that he was in earnest and looked at 
him. She looked long, and gauged his flattery, 
and contrasted him with the excellency of one who 
rose before her vision and who was her ideal of 
men. That man was Percy, the Earl of North- 
umberland, for he still possessed her soul. 



I 



CHAPTER XXXIV 

DIVORCED 

It is imposible to conceive the agitation that 
met the king upon his return from France. In 
his progress through Kent he was met by a fanat- 
ical mob of monks and nuns, and at their head was 
the notorious Elizabeth Barton, the demented nun 
of Kent. It had been reported that she was in 
direct communication with St. Mary Magdalene 
in heaven, who wrote to her in letters of gold de- 
nouncing king and country on account of the 
king's attitude toward Queen Katherine, his oppo- 
sition to the Pope, and his infatuation for the 
Marchioness of Pembroke. These golden letters 
of denunciation the preaching fathers — in oppo- 
sition to their bishops — had read to the people 
from their pulpits, and the wonderful news was 
carried all over England. The city of Rochester 
was beyond the control of that good, old, stanch 
friend of Queen Katherine, Bishop Fisher; and it 
was aflame with riot when the people heard of the 
coming of the king and Anne. As they neared 
Rochester, Anne rode beside the royal Henry, and 
Bishop Fisher met them with a retinue of the no- 
bles, abbots, and clergy of the district. 

On entering the city the king was amazed to 
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find the streets blocked with people and in their 
midst a crowd of habited monks and nuns carry- 
ing banners and sacred emblems and led by the 
fanatical nun. It was impossible for the king 
with his immense retinue to proceed, unless they 
rode over the blocking throng. 

King Henry detested an occurrence of this na- 
ture, for the way was always kept clear for him. 
His face assumed a dark look on account of the 
interruption. The nun moved forward boldly fac- 
ing him, with hands clasped and face lifted heaven- 
ward in a pseudo-divine ecstasy. Then the sisters 
of St. Sepulcheres, the concourse of monks, and 
the mob dropped to their knees. 

" Woe ! Woe to the king ! Woe ! Woe to his 
paramour! The curse of the Holy Mother be 
upon her ! " and the saintly-looking, demented 
woman, with white face, great restless eyes and 
fearless manner, moved close to the king and Anne 
and shook a sacred banner with a figure of the 
Holy Mother embroidered thereon, right in the 
face of the king. 

It is impossible to conceive the rage of the king, 
hemmed in by the great concourse facing him, and 
his vast retinue closing in behind him. Black and 
vicious-looking he became ; and leaning forward he 
shouted : " Out of the way, you mouthing 
maniac ! " And — " Up and clear out of the way, 
you dogs ! " he yelled to the monks, " or I shall 
have you flogged at the cart's-tail ! '* 

Sufi^olk pressed forward to the king's side, with 
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Norfolk and other nobles of his retinue. Suffolk 
would have ridden among them and trampled them 
under his horse's hoofs. But Anne, in terror, 
called to the king: " Sire! Sire! I beseech you, 
spare them ! " and she leaned over and clutched the 
king's arm. The mob, led by the monks, seeing 
Suffolk's action as he almost rode down the saintly 
nun, rose almost as one man, and menaced the king 
with clubs and other weapons. 

" Oh, Sire ! It is me they are menacing ! " Anne 
cried, and the king noticed her terror. 

Turning on the venerable bishop, the king omi- 
nously said : " I shall hold you to account for 
this ! " And taking Anne's bridle rein, he faced 
his escort, who opened a lane for the two to pass 
through, and they followed after. 

Skirting the city of Rochester, the party pro- 
ceeded to Durham House, whither the king con- 
ducted the Lady Anne. 

In the spirit of dogged self-will the king ordered 
Cranmer to convene a court at Dunstable, near to 
Queen Katherine's residence, cite her to appear, 
and pronounce the divorce sentence. At this trial 
Queen Katherine refused to appear. 

This further precipitated seething factions and 
bitter antagonisms. Sir Thomas More, a great 
admirer and strong partisan of Katherine, 
promptly resigned the chancellorship, to the dis- 
gust of the king, who handed the portfolio to Sir 
Thomas Audeley, instead of to the Duke of Nor- 
folk, who felt sure of getting it. The duke was 
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terribly enraged, and the duchess with him, against 
Anne, believing her to be at the bottom of the mat- 
ter in influencing the king. 

While Parliament tacitly assented to the wishes 
of the king, it was a coerced body and afraid of 
Henry and Thomas Cromwell, the rising man he 
had associated with himself and who was almost 
constantly with the king. 

His Holiness' representative vigorously pro- 
tested against the action of Archbishop Cranmer ; 
but Parliament sustained him, which meant that 
the country was supposed to have done so. 

This precipitated a church war, for the preach- 
ing fathers agitated the country from end to end, 
and naturally their venom centered on Anne. It 
had united all parties in a bitter cause, a stirring 
crusade of malignant animosity against the mar- 
chioness, because the king kept her prominent by 
insisting upon his loverings, and she was menaced. 

Percy and Wyatt watched Durham House sedu- 
lously, and the king allowed them to do it. They 
and Zouch, and sometimes the king himself, accom- 
panied her on her daily rides. Much of the grav- 
ity of the situation was kept from her; but her 
course was sterling, pure and true, and though 
it vexed her soul, it seemed impossible to keep her 
royal lover from her. 

On one of her rides, her ladies — Mary Wyatt, 
Anne Saville and Margaret Gaynsford — and the 
king, Percy, Wyatt and Zouch accompanied her. 
They rode towards Sheen, skirting the beautiful 
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river through the forest and royal park, gladed 
dells and dense woodland — a poetic dream. So 
they passed the domains of the wealthy nobles and 
sometimes crossed their parks to keep the silvery 
river in view. It was one of the favorite rides of 
the marchioness, a continuous variation of beauty, 
natural art, and nature unadorned in primeval 
loveliness. 

They paired off, riding four abreast, the king 
riding on one side of Anne and Percy on the other, 
with Mary Wyatt on Percy^s left. Away from 
the city Anne was happy in the joy of riding and 
freedom, and tried to dismiss all things vexing in 
the abandon of their present delight. 

" Percy, and Mistress Wyatt, drop back," the 
king commanded. 

" Then you would spoil my joy of their mutual 
company, Sire? " Anne protested with a little 
frown. 

" Not complimentary to me. But I will try and 
make up for it," he said eagerly, then added: 
" Sweetheart, you have heard that the archbishop 
has pronounced my decree of divorce? " 

" Yes, Sire. The country and court ring with 
it, and I am the subject of their raging anger. 
Strange, is it not, that I am so misunderstood? " 
she questioned and rode thoughtfully for a while. 

" I am not sorry, for it has needed something 
to drive you to me. We can get married now," 
he said eagerly. 

" Sire, you are spoiling my ride. La, la ! why 
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not talk of pleasant things? " she laughingly said. 

" Very well, we shall. But some day soon we 
shall talk of this when you shall answer me, mar- 
chioness,*' he said positively, then added passion- 
ately : " You are the charming center of the at- 
traction of England, and the distraction of Europe 
for that matter ; and you are the center of Henry 
Tudor's soul, fair Anne ! " 

" It is very annoying to be so terribly central- 
ized. Sire. La, la ! I would like to get into a lit- 
tle angle or nook out of this wide publicity. But 
his grace of London's grounds are beautiful, are 
they not.'* " she said, with a bewitching smile, for 
they were passing the bishop's palace at Fulham, 
and she wanted to turn the subject of the conver- 
sation. 

Henry eyed this artless, unaffected lady — so 
unlike all others with their selfishness; and as he 
gazed in admiration he determined to secure her. 
So ardent was his longing that he would brave 
court, country, church, everything to do so. He 
did not consider her consent or will, or anything 
pertaining to a returned love; no, he would have 
her, own her, bend her to his will! Thus he 
thought and schemed, as they rode along, in the 
pure selfishness of hard-headed doggedness, and in 
the sole determination of securing his desire. 

Anne's soul took in all nature and natural love- 
liness, from the primeval to the new and cultured, 
from the shrinking fox to the responding touch of 
her superb Hector, from the trailing honeysuckle 
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to the clipped hedgerows, and from the bold, pirat- 
ical sparrow-hawk to the nesting thrush in the 
dense laurel. 

They entered a bit of moorland back from the 
river and skirted a sedge pond filled with startled 
ducks, moor-hens and bobbing wagtails. Then 
Anne gave a free rein to Hector and they galloped 
a mile or two, which brought them close to the 
straggling village of Charing. Percy suddenly 
exclaimed : " Sire, there is a fire citywards ! see 
how the smoke mounts to the sky ! " 

" I do believe it is Durham House ! " Anne said, 
mending her pace ; and Hector forged ahead with 
her, easily outstripping the rest. 

With a premonition of danger in his mind, 
Percy followed swiftly after her. Coming in sight 
of Anne's beautiful home, they saw it in flames, and 
a howling mob about it wrecking and looting. 

In indignation, but with no thought of danger 
to herself, Anne urged Hector forward. It was 
not long before she was on the fringe of the crowd 
who, with clubs and stones and some with more 
ugly weapons, were endeavoring to resist the watch 
who were making a valiant fight to beat them back 
and prevent destruction. 

Seeing several ruffians beating a mounted watch- 
man who was getting the worst of it, Anne rode 
at them, and with her riding whip slashed some of 
them across the face. This directed attention to 
herself, for with a cry of " The king's mistress — 
here she is ! " they made a rush at her. 
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Their brutal Insult, open to her face and hurled 
at her with all its evil venom, and their onrush, 
did not daunt her. In rage she shouted : *^ Liars 
and cowards ! " and charged right at them, cutting 
at them with her whip and looking like a fury. 

She would have been torn from her horse, but 
Percy saw it, and came to her rescue as with a yell 
he shouted, " You villains and cowards ! " and was 
among them cutting right and left with his 
rapier. 

His one thought was to rescue her; and so, 
swiftly turning, he resorted to his old trick with 
Hector as he rode to Anne to defend her. He 
gave the horse his signal; he immediately re- 
sponded, and they rode for their lives towards 
York House. 

Meanwhile, in sullen anger, Henry rode upon 
the scene and was immediately recognized. None 
attacked him. In order to take note of the lead- 
ers he sat his horse with a scowl upon his face 
and rapier drawn; and he watched monks and 
ruffians looting and destroying. 

In maddened frenzy the monks urged the rabble* 
on until a detachment of yeomanry was upon them 
almost girdling the burning palace. Recognizing 
Suffolk and the captain, the king called : " Catch 
those reverend fathers! I would talk to some of 
them ! ** and he drew nearer as yeomen and watch 
charged and scattered the fleeing mob and a num- 
ber of them were secured. Meanwhile Percy and 
Anne, with the balance of the party, reached York 
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House, and Percy solicitously inquired if Anne 
were hurt. 

" My wrist is slightly injured. A fellow struck 
a glancing blow at me which, had it hit me 
squarely, would have broken it," she replied. 

" But what made you charge them like that, 
princess? " he asked, amazed. 

" I do not know, but I was so angered at their 
wicked cries against me. What have I ever done 
to deserve it? " and she faced him with her in- 
quiry, the personification of purity. 

" What, princess ? I have asked myself day 
after day for years. There is no answer but your 
adorable personality and the fate the king is forc- 
ing upon you ! " he answered. 

" Perhaps it is so. But do you know, Percy, 
that I felt safe when I felt the gypsy's ring on my 
hand and against my hunting whip! La, la, it 
was funny ! " and she looked at that hand with its 
magic circlet upon her finger. 

" Oh, princess, do you always wear it? " he 
asked, astonished at her faith and simple trust in 
the charm. 

" I always wear it — I rarely take it off ! '* she 
replied very positively. 

Percy looked at her, when she said : " Please 
don't. You do not know your princess yet and 
sometimes she doesn't know herself. But, my 
prince of men, I thank you ! You saved me just 
in time, for another minute and they would have 
torn me from my saddle ; and see here ! Look at 
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my skirt ! I must retire, for it is rent ! I thank 
you, my prince ! " and she looked at him again 
with a steady look of admiration, for her surging 
soul was crying to him who really belonged to her. 

His soul responded in its overwhelming love, un- 
killed and eternal as God. True love is the man- 
date of nature's laws, and it brings about a divine 
union which cannot be unwelded« He moved as 
if to pass her, to seize and press her to his heart, 
but with a smile of adorable admiration she was 
gone and the king entered the room. 

"Where is the marchioness, Percy?'* he in- 
quired. 

" Gone to change her attire. Sire." 

"Was she hurt?*' he eagerly asked. 

" But slightly, Sire, upon the wrist." 

" Damn them ! the insolent curs ! And the 
church is taking a hand in it too. I shall have 
something to say in the matter," he growled omi- 
nously. " I saw you rescue her, Northumberland. 
I shall not forget," and he strode up and down im- 
patiently until the marchioness reappeared. 

"What shall I say to my brave sweetheart?'* 
he said rapturously. "Charging a mob! Were 
you not afraid? " 

" I don't know what fear is. Sire. I saw them 
looting and injuring the watch, and then I heard 
them revile me, and my soul flamed ! I could have 
killed some of them ! " she answered in anger, her 
eyes flashing. 

" But why, Anne? Why so angry at mere ruf- 
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fians? They are nothing but dross of the city, 
scum of the monasteries and dogs of the gutter ! ^ 
he said scornfully. 

" It was what I heard them say ! " and she 
panted in indignation at the very memory of it. 

" What was it, Anne? *' he asked and looked at 
her. 

" They called me your mistress, Sire, and you 
know that is a lie ! " and her face expressed her 
indignation, as the king's head bowed in assent. 



CHAPTER XXXV 
TIME WILL TELL 

It was the eve of the feast of St. Erkenwald 
and a foggy night in November, 15S2. Outside, 
the trees and shrubbery dripped, dripped their 
overladen moisture as the fog settled upon, clung 
to, and bedewed everything with its white vaporous 
breath. Grave times there were for England in 
this year of the king's reign, for he was antagoniz- 
ing the church, defying the Holy Father, coercing 
Parliament, and whipping the country to his will 
by a terrorizing absolutism. People wondered 
what would occur next and waited and watched. 
The king's treatment of Queen Katherine the peo- 
ple resented, but in their superstitious reverence 
for him they overlooked his part in the matter, 
and vented their rage against Anne. This caused 
the king to detain her at court, where she was safe 
from the mob under his jealous eyes, even if not 
safe from him. They were staying at Wolsey's 
former palace, York House, and the king was in a 
restless mood because Anne persisted in avoiding 
him as much as possible. On this evening the 
king was in a grouchy mood as he sat in his pri- 
vate audience room. Suffolk entered and the king 
said: " Suffolk, I have had my little marchioness 
l^ere with me at York House several months now. 
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&nd I cannot do a thing with her. She acts afraid 
of me and persistently avoids me." 

The duke did not reply for a few moments, but 
smiled to himself as if he were thinking that the 
king gave her sufficient cause to be, and Henry 
said pettishly: " Why don't you answer me? " 

" Because, Sire, if I speak truly I am afraid of 
offending you." 

"Why, Suffolk, afraid to give advice? Your 
punishments have not hitherto been severe for do- 
ing so, even when it has turned out ill," the king 
retorted. 

" Remember, Sire, I have been banished, re- 
buked, and even now bear the ill-will of the mar- 
chioness for my plain speaking. I do not wish to 
incur further," Suffolk replied in an injured tone, 

" What would you do with her, Suffolk? " The 
king asked him the direct question, overlooking 
what he said. 

Suffolk understood, and was obliged to reply; 
so he answered : " Sire, I would take King Fran- 
cis' advice." 

" What was it, I do not remember? " Henry 
asked thoughtfully. 

" I believe he said, * Love her, fair cousin,' " 
replied the duke. 

" But the little witch won't let me," the king an- 
swered almost impotently. 

" You need a little stimulating — a little wine, 
Sire, and a little more nerve, ha, ha, ha ! " and 
Suffolk laughed, imitating King Francis. 
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" Holloa, there ! " the king called. Wyatt re- 
sponded, and the king asked: ^^ Where is the 
Marchioness of Pembroke, do you know? " 

^^ Yes, Sire. Mistress Saville is sick and the 
marchioness is visiting her," Wyatt replied. 

^^ She would rather do that than visit me. 
Damn it ! I shall go to her and see what the two 
are doing ! '' and the king was about to leave. 

^^ But a moment. Sire," and the duke, giving an 
order, one of the chamberlains soon entered with 
a flagon of Malvoise and two drinking cups. 

" This was my hindering trespass. Sire. I 
pledge you to love! " the duke said, raising a cup 
of wine to his lips. 

^* And to my marriage with the fairest and dear- 
est being of her sex," the king replied, tossing off 
the wine. 

" But stay one moment. Sire. I heard you say 
* marriage.* Let me pledge you once more as I 
know and esteem my kingly master : I pledge you 
to your own determined will, whatever it is, with 
your friend the marchioness ! " the duke said, with 
an infernal suggestion, striving to fasten that 
thought in the king's mind. 

The king looked at Suffolk, then gulped down 
the wine, and said : " Good-night, Suffolk." 
Then he said to Wyatt : " Show me the way to 
Mistress Saville*s quarters." 

As the king loitered a few moments in the great 
audience room speaking to one and the other, 
Wyatt was able to tell Norris what had occurred. 
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Meanwhile the king passed slowly to the door, and 
seeing Norris with Wyatt, he said : " You come 
with Wyatt." Then he turned to all in the 
room and said, " Grood-night." Everyone in the 
room bowed low, and the door shut behind the 
king. 

Passing with the two to the west wing of the 
palace, he knocked on Anne Saville's door, when 
who should open it but the marchioness ! 

Judge of her astonishment on seeing the king, 
who caught her two hands in his, and before she 
could prevent him he had killed her, and said: 
" So you are playing door-keeper for Mistress Sa- 
ville, instead of keeping tryst with me? ^ 

" Mistress Saville is sick. Sire," she replied, as 
frightened she drew back. 

" Then perhaps a visit from me will hearten 
her," he said, as he walked in. 

" The marchioness has all but cured me. Sire. 
But I am concerned about you, for my accommo- 
dations are limited — I scarcely have a seat for 
you," Anne Saville courteously said. 

" This chest in this alcove will do — a seat for 
two lovers. So come, marchioness, for I would 
have a private word with you." And he led her 
there and placed his arm about her and drew her 
down beside him. 

Anne saw that he was excited, passionate and 
forceful, and was afraid of him. He asked: 
" Why did you not keep tryst with me? " 

" Because this was my duty. Sire," and she 
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looked at him and could see that he was unusuaUy 
excited. 

^ You are growing afraid of me," he said. 

^^ Who makes me afraid, Sire? " she asked, with 
a tinge of scorn* 

" I do, but why are you such a darling? '* he 
asked, with a dangerous love light flaming in his 
eyes. 

^^ Sire, I am the center of public talk, and you 
are making me more so to my shame, you know you 
are ! " she accusingly said. 

" Then do you care more for the opinion of the 
world than pleasing me? " he asked. 

"Yes, Sire. And would you care for me if I 
did not ? " she pointedly asked back. 

" No ! But I am going to end it to-night ! '* he 
said slowly and passionately. 

" How, Sire? How? " she quickly asked, for she 
noticed his flushed look and excited manner. 

" By having my will with you/' he replied ; and 
his hot breath played upon her cheek as he force- 
fully drew her to him. 

"What! How dare you?" and she rose and 
faced him, and would have fled from the room, but 
he drew her to his knees and pressed kisses upon 
her cheeks. 

" Unhand me, Sire ! — I shall scream else ! But 
— I prepared for this ! " and with dauntless cour- 
age she snatched from her bosom a small dagger 
and threatened him with it. 

He seized her hand and laughed at her. 
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" Why, Anne, you misapprehend me — we shall 
be married ! " he said, as he took the dagger and 
kissed her fingers. 

"What a pretty wasp's sting," he remarked 
and laughed heartily. 

" You frighten me. Sire," she said, for she could 
see he was getting more and more beyond control. 

" Then we are quits, for you tried to frighten 
me. But we are going to be married. I swear 
that — ! " and the king whispered in her ear. 
With mantling blushes she looked at him with flash- 
ing eyes ; but his looked kindly in their sincerity. 
It was the sincerity of dogged determination kin- 
dled with animal passion. " To-night, sweet- 
heart ! " and he caught her again and kissed her 
until her screams brought Norris and Wyatt into 
the room. 

This recalled the king to some sanity, for he 
said : " I did not call ; but, Wyatt, go and fetch 
Doctor Lee. And you, Norris, help Mistress Sa- 
ville prepare this alcove for a nuptial altar." 

" I cannot — I zvill not ! His Holiness will 
cwrse us! All England, Sire, will execrate me 
worse than ever! What will the effect of such a 
marriage be?" Anne excitedly protested. 

" Hush ! When you are crowned queen that 
will be the answer and silence it all. You are to 
blame for resisting me — you know you are, 
sweetheart ! " he said doggedly. 

Anne Saville*s and Norris' amazement was un- 
bounded. ITiey prepared the best they could and 
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did the king's bidding, while the king led Anne 
into a comer of the room and overrode her every 
protest, and placed his kingly command upon her 
to marry him. 

Soon Doctor Lee arrived with Wyatt, and he 
was startled at the king's conmiand to wed him 
then and there to the Marchioness t>f Pembroke. 

" This is irregular, Sire," the aged priest pro- 
tested. 

" That is my affair. It is yours to obey ! Re- 
member your new oath to me ! I command you to 
obey me without delay ! " the king peremptorily 
ordered. 

** But is the Marchioness of Pembroke willing? 
I must insist upon that, Sire?" the priest ques- 
tioned. 

** Yes — she is! ** the king roared, for he never 
could bear being questioned by another, and he 
gave Anne no chance whatever to protest. 

Upon cushions the two knelt, Anne being forced 
to kneel as tears flowed down her cheeks. The 
priest in trembling tones made them one — calling 
first upon Norris, Wyatt and Mistress Saville 
to bear witness that he performed the ceremony 
by the king's command. 

The sound of the priest's voice had hardly died 
away when the king gathered Anne into his arms, 
showered kisses upon her and boisterously said: 
" It is my riffht now, my queen ! — queen of my 
heart and soul ! but — ! " turning to the priest and 
to the three in the room he said, with cool severity : 
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" On your lives let this not be known until I tell 
it myself/' 

" Then I am to be held in discredit and shame? " 
Anne cried in terror, knowing what was before her. 

" I will have the tongue torn out of any who 
dare whimper a word against you," was his 
answer. 

All were struck dumb, and considering the king's 
intention with his threat, they one and all forgot 
congratulations and to do homage to their queen 
and mistress. But it presently dawned upon Anne 
Saville, and falling to her knees, she caught the 
hand of Anne as she fervently said : ^^ Homage and 
fealty to my dear QUEEN and royal mistress till 
death." And she wept in sympathy for Anne. 
^^ And, Sire, my loving wishes for much happiness ; 
and heaven's blessing be yours," she said to the 
king with a twinge of conscience. 

Amid tears the queen replied : " I thank you, 
Anne. Would that I could recompense you — but 
alas ! " and she looked overwhelmingly helpless and 
so unlike what a queen should look on her wedding 
day. 

" You have iw^, Anne," the king said quickly. 
As Anne Saville was about to rise, he lightly 
touched her shoulder with the tips of his fingers, 
and said : " Rise, my Lady Berkeley, to serve your 
queen and mistress," bestowing a title upon her. 

The two men followed with their homage — 
Wyatt, with his heart full to overflowing at this 
sequel in the life of his lost loved one ; and Norris^ 
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no less so in the wonderment of this wonderful 
night. 

But the news of an open scandal could not be 
checked, for the next morning Anne was seen com- 
ing from the bed-chamber of the king, and the 
news went like wild-fire. The court rang with the 
scandal of it. While not a word was openly 
spoken, gossip was at last satisfied as to the truth 
of the ugly rumors about Anne's vaunted, pure 
life, and a secret cabal of open hostility was 
planned with Lady Rochford in the lead. 

Percy was wounded to the soul. Not a word or 
hint of her marriage had reached him. Those who 
knew dreaded the king's anger and dared not tell. 
But the apparent proofs in Anne's actions were 
undeniable and he could not understand it, though 
in his heart he trusted her fully — so fully, that he 
sadly hoped for the proof and confirmation of his 
trust in some way because he believed somehow she 
must be right. 

The great audience room became a simmering 
hot bed of venom. They broke up into knots and 
groups to discuss the matter. As if it was the 
king's intention to observe what they would do, 
Anne came first and alone into the audience room 
and was received with the greatest deference by 
Lady Berkeley, Wyatt and Norris, all of whom 
dared not breathe a word. 

As Anne moved from group to group she was 
but freezingly acknowledged. Some of the ladies 
turned their backs and walked away from her until 
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it became almost unbearable. It was their Chris- 
tian method of aiding their supposedly fallen sis- 
ter; yes, and some were secretly glad they could 
righteously condemn instead of condone her life. 

Percy noticed it all with a bursting heart. In 
blind faith and trust he could not believe it ; but if 
so, she needed sheltering somehow — because his 
great love for her could only see it in that way. 
So he came and stood by her, in all the grandeur 
and faith of his old time pride; yet his face ex- 
pressed such a soulful, anxious look, as if he had 
to do something for her, even if it were blindly. 
Anne saw and understood, and never loved him 
better. She looked up into his face and, with a 
little trembling in her voice, said : " There are 
times in our lives when we must unquestioningly 
trust each other. Remember our compact ! " 

He quickly looked at her and, in some sense re- 
lieved, replied : " I do — I do ! I can ever trust 
you, princess ! '* But she saw that his eyes were 
still anxiously sad. 

" Thank you ! " is all she fervently answered. 

Then the king entered. 

The sacred marriage tie does more than bind 
bodies together; it changes natures and souls into 
affinity and unity. It divinely and mysteriously 
welds two into one, causing them to interchange 
and exchange beings in creatal union, so that each 
becomes in a rejuvenated way a part of the other. 
Marriage, even in opposing conditions like the 
king's and Anne's, by this irresistible law, causes 
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a transformation. So Anne became attached to 
the king though her head and heart feared him. 
She was suspicious of him, yet she clung to him. 
Her nature shrank from him, yet she was drawn 
to him. This law of nature is the fiat of Omnipo- 
tent destiny, and she bowed before it. The fam- 
ily, since the beginning, has been held together 
by this sacred affinity, which, as a law of God, as- 
serts itself even when abused as it was by the king. 
So, as the king entered, Anne moved toward him — 
for she could not help it — it was her rigkt and, 
duty. It was the calling within her of her newly- 
born self. To get to the king she had to pass 
Lady Rochford and Mistress Cosyns, who, with 
Lady Surrey, were busily conversing upon that 
cruelly rasping topic of the latest scandal. There 
was not room for Anne to pass them, and Lady 
Rochford, seeing it, refused to make room, but 
with the greatest effrontery barred her way. 

" By your leave. Lady Rochford," Anne said 
with dignity. 

As if not hearing the request, Lady Rochford, 
who had not observed the king's entry, replied 
rather openly, and tried to cut Anne by speaking 
to Lady Surrey : " We are confirmed in what we 
see. Lady Surrey. By the king's command I sup- 
pose we shall have to learn now how to pay court 
to a wanton ! " 

Anne heard every word of this and so did the 
king. With angry, flaming eyes, quivering with 
tears, and cheeks blanched to whiteness at the fear- 
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ful insult, Anne stood and raised her hand and 
looked at the king and cried : 

" Sire ! '* It was all she said. 

" Speak not, Anne ! '* was all that he replied for 
the moment. Then he raised his hand and every 
eye looked on him. He raised his bonnet and 
walked to Anne, brushing Lady Rochford aside 
who cowered before his maddened face. Taking 
Anne's hand before them all, he said: ^^ Most of 
you have tried to make the life of my kinswoman 
unbearable! Now, God help any scandalous 
tongues which dare whimper a word against the 
QUEEN OF ENGLAND ! " 

In the astonishment of the denouement, Anne 
looked over the great concourse of courtiers as 
they stood dumb with wonder, and she caught the 
eyes of Percy. Tears were stealing down his 
manly face from mingled joy and unspeakable 
sorrow. Finally the dumbness of his spell was 
broken, for he raised his sword on high and 
shouted : " Long live Queen Anne ! GOD BLESS 
THE QUEEN OF ENGLAND! "" 



CHAPTER XXXVI 

HOW THE BELLS RANG THE QUEEN'S 

CORONATION 

The fogs of November were dissipated because 
time had moved forward to sunny June. It was 
Whit-Sunday and a brilliant morning. The dew 
still lay heavy on the grass, for the sun was yet too 
feeble in its power to dispel the morning mist which 
moved lazily along burdened with the perfume it 
had gathered from myriads of flowers. The queen 
had made her state coronation progress from 
Greenwich palace to the Tower where she tarried 
overnight. From thence she continued it through 
the ancient city of London to Westminster. 
She was supposed to have slept at Westminster, 
but she slipped away and joined the king at York 
House. The king and queen were returning early 
that auspicious morning for the grand service of 
the coronation, and Anne's soul was filled with the 
solemn grandeur of what it meant to her, once but 
a simple gentlewoman, and now to be crowned 
queen of the realm. 

Birds sang everywhere. Blackbirds poured 

forth their mellow notes, throstles warbled hymns 

of praise and robin-redbreast, the traditionally 

sacred songster, blended his sweet refrain, while 
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bullfinch piped his love song, and the air was filled 
with joyous melodies. 

The atmosphere was so laden with perfume and 
so reverberated with harmony that Anne's soul 
bounded in the joy of it all, and an unconscious 
prayer of gratitude rose in response to the divine 
callings of her nature, impossible of suppression. 
That subtle change brought about by the mar- 
riage tie possessed her, and in a sense she seemed to 
be a new being to all observing her, for the marked 
antipathy she had observed towards the king 
seemed to have changed her into a mysterious sub- 
missiveness to him. 

All at once she heard the bells begin to chime 
out their welcome: first, those of St. Martin's-in- 
the-fields over by the straggling village of Charing ; 
then, St. Paul's brazen voices were heard seem- 
ingly floating down the silvery river highway from 
the city; next, the Abbey bells burst forth, and 
then St. Margaret's, until the air was filled with 
throbbing, quivering sounds, and the gladness of 
this wonderful Whit-Sunday seemed again to flood 
the earth with the Holy Ghost as the humble 
English maid became England's queen. 

Anne listened to the bells which seemed to lose 
the dissonance of their clamoring, metallic welcome, 
and, as heavenly voices, flung out their greeting to 
the passing queen. Down the tones of the scale 
they ran and seemed to say in wild, exultant music : 
" Cor-o-na-tion — Cor-o-na-tion ! " and all nature 
throbbed with their burst of welcome. 
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They entered the royal barge, when to Anne the 
river seemed life intensified. Chattering and lap- 
ping, it joyously carried the barge along as the 
oarsmen timed their strokes to the music of the 
bells and the rising and falling of their oars took 
on the rhythmic swing of: " Cor-o-na-tion — Cor- 
o-na-tion ! " 

There was a congestion of river craft at the 
stairs. The barges of the archbishop, and those 
of the ambassadors and great nobles and civic 
officials, all crowded there. But the king's barge 
shot past them to the private stairs at West- 
minster palace where they disembarked. Their 
footfalls, as they proceeded, beat time to that 
rhythmic rhyming of : " Cor-o-na-tion — Cor-o- 
na-tion ! " as the chimes still ran down the scale. 

Anne was heavily veiled so as not to be recog- 
nized, because by traditional custom, she was sup- 
posed to have slept in that ancient palace of 
England's royalties. She walked behind the king 
so as to preserve her incognito ; and she leant upon 
the arm of Wyatt. As they proceeded they passed 
numerous courtiers, one of whom the king 
especially noticed, for he was accompanied by a 
beautiful damsel who had remarkably starry 
eyes. 

As the king passed he nodded pleasantly to the 
knight and stared boldly at the beauty. Turn- 
ing half round, as if forgetful for the moment of 
the presence of the queen, he asked: "Wyatt, 
who are they? I seem to know his face but forget 
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his name. By Jove, what a superb ankle that 
beauty has ! " 

" It is Sir John and Mistress Jane Seymour, 
Sire, of Wolf HaU in Wiltshire," Wyatt replied. 

" My, what snapping eyes ! He is evidently 
bringing her to court. She must be one of your 
ladies, sweetheart ! " he said enthusiastically to the 
queen. 

"Must she?" Anne replied thoughtfully, and 
she looked at him as he left her, for from St. 
Stephen's cloister in the abbey he was to witness 
her crowning. 

At eight o'clock the queen stood under her 
canopy of state in Westminster Hall dressed in 
royal purple. The bodice and front of her gown 
was exquisitely jeweled. A great mantle of the 
same, ermine-lined and suspended from her 
shoulders, fell to the floor and ended with a long 
train. Her head was coroneted and the golden 
diadem made her beautiful hair shimmer as it fell 
in its luxuriant abundance about her shoulders. 
She stood unrivaled in her beauty, peerless before 
them all. 

Ray cloth had been laid, from the dais in West- 
minster Hall through the palace and sanctuary 
up to the high altar in the abbey, to indicate the 
route for the grand procession which now formed. 

Monks in rich vestments, abbots, priors, and 
bishops headed the procession; then followed the 
archbishops in their full pontificals; after them 
came Lord William Howard and the Earl of Sus- 
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se^t, bearing the scepter and white rod ; and walk- 
ing behind was the Duke of Suffolk, bearing the 
queen's crown upon a crimson cushion. 

The queen next moved slowly under her canopy, 
her right hand supported by the Bishop of Lon- 
don and her left by Grardiner, the newly created 
Bishop of Winchester. Her train was supported 
by her ladies and she looked regally majestic as 
she passed to the high altar to the strains of the 
grand organ and the acclamations of her people* 
The chimes clamored on and would not be drowned 
by other sounds, flinging out still their jubilant: 
" Cor-o-na-tion — Cor-o-na-tioii 1 " 

The marchioness' coronet was now laid aside 
and Archbishop Cranmer delivered a homily, re- 
minding her that now she was the anointed of Grod^ 
and, as consecrated queen, would share with the 
king. Holy oil was then poured upon her head 
and breast, prayers arose from intoning priests, 
and all around and about her was that which 
forced upon her soul the sacredness of this great 
occasion. 

Assisted to her throne, the scepter was placed 
in her hand; then the archbishop received the 
crown from Suffolk and set it upon her head amid 
the acclamations of the mighty throng. Cran- 
mer assisted her to her feet and she stood crowned 
before them all. Immediately followed a scene of 
special grandeur as all the great, titled nobility 
assumed their coronets and stood crowned with 
her. 
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It was Percy who led the cheering. He took his 
earPs coronet from his head and, lifting it on high, 
shouted : " Three cheers for Queen Armel Gk)d 
bless our QUEEN ! ** and there was an impulsive, 
mighty response; but it suddenly died away, for 
some remembered the living Katherine, though the 
impressive sight had carried them away in en- 
thusiasm. 

But the organ sounded, and abbots, priests and 
bishops broke into a solemn Te Deum. The 
choristers voiced the heavenly hymn which flooded 
the abbey to its remotest corners, while all the 
pomp and glitter faded into nothingness to Anne 
as the great meaning of her queenship was forced 
upon her. So much was she impressed with the 
thought that the scene, of which she was the center, 
faded from her and she was again within the 
gypsy's tent observing the crystal globe, and she 
beheld this very scene. 

Dreading the memory of what followed this 
commencement of her stem destiny, she gasped for 
breath and instinctively felt for the gypsy's ring 
upon her finger. It was there, and it restored her, 
for, sighing, she again became conscious of the 
grand organ and the hundreds of chanting voices 
who were now ending the hymn of praise. 
She moved her lips, and prayed rather than 
chanted the holy words : " Let me never be con- 
founded ! " 

" You are faint from fasting and weariness. 
Mass will soon be over," her father whispered. 
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^^ It was but a passing faintness," she murmured 
In response. 

She was now led to Edward the Confessor's 
shrine to make her offering; then to her retiring 
room for rest and refreshment ; and later they re* 
turned her to her throne to receive the homage of 
her subjects as heralds announced her titles. Then 
the procession reformed and moved to the ban- 
queting hall when it was the lofty distinction of 
her father to support her scepter hand and the 
young Lord Talbot the other. Arriving at her 
dais, a table was brought to her; there, from her 
elevated position while dining, she could watch the 
great throng below and see the regal magnificence 
of the entertainment. 

Norrls then knelt before her with a golden basin 
and Wyatt had the honor of pouring water over 
her hands. As she sat with her ladies on either 
side of her, and Mary Wyatt and Lady Berkeley 
at her feet, she was engrossed with the brilliant 
scene and the gladness of it all. She happened to 
glance down into her lap and saw a missive lying 
there. 

" What is this, Lady Oxford? " she inquired, as 
she picked up the note. 

" I do not know, your majesty," the countess 
replied. 

" Sealed with the Papal seal ! Who brought it 
to me? How did it get into my lap? " the queen 
again anxiously inquired as she looked at the mis- 
sive without opening it. 
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" A monk, in his service vestments, pushed near 
me a moment ago. Perhaps it was he?" Lady 
Worcester suggested. 

But there seemed to be no ready solution for the 
occurrence which made Anne uneasy the balance 
of the banquet ; so she hastened her departure, for 
she was eager to know what the dread missive con- 
tained. The Lord Mayor of London had the 
honor of offering her wine which she just placed 
to her lips and then presented him with the golden 
goblet. Amid acclamations and cheering she then 
retired. The letter in her hand seemed freighted 
with lead. The bells poured forth again their 
noisy joy which now seemed changed and, to her 
saddened heart, rang differently — ominously ! 
She preferred to be praying that hymn of praise, 
" Let me never be confounded ! '* rather than hear 
their noisy clangor. But they still clanged dolor- 
ously and, as if mocking her with their brazen 
throats, now seemed to knell, " Be — con-found-ed 
— Be — con-found-ed ! " as they ran slowly down 
the scale, and she wished they would stop. 

When she reached her retiring room she found 
the king already there, and she exclaimed : " I 
am so glad to see you t look here ! " 

" S'death ! the devil ! You have one too ! " and 
the king swore wrathfully. 

" How did you get yours ? '' she asked. 

" A monk had the audacity to push into my pri- 
vate room, but Cromwell seized and held the fellow 
and turned him over to the guard," he replied. 



862 ANNE BOLEYN 

" They are from hig Holiness. What does he 
say? " she asked, with white face and anxious look, 
for the commencement of the cwrse had begun, and 
she knelt in dread before the king. 

" Don't kneel. I saw you were fatigued a while 
ago." 

" Oh, I have a secret ! What you saw was the 
evidence of it. But perhaps it was joy," she said 
with a little quiver in her voice. 

"What joy, Anne?" and he leant forward as 
she pulled his face down to hers and shyly whis- 
pered in his ear : " Sire, you may look for an heir 
to the throne; the good news came at my crown- 

ing." 

" Then what the devil do we care for these 
croakers ! " the king burst out with, as he laughed 
heartily and kissed her rather roughly. 

" Open the Pope's letter, for I am anxious," she 
pleaded. 

Breaking the seal, the king read the Pope's or- 
der that they immediately separate and that 
Henry take Katherine back under penalty of ex- 
communication. 

Anne was in terror under the dread curse which 
had begun, for she knew where the world would 
side. How long would she be able to keep the af- 
fections of the king? Truly the thorns of her 
crown were beginning to pierce her heart. 

" Take care of my boy ! " the king said hilari- 
ously, and left with Cromwell. 

Anne, being alone, despite all her regal state 
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and beauty, fell upon her knees, and all she could 
think of were the voices of the bells as their 
smothered sound penetrated even to her retiring 
room; and the sound to her was a great sobbing 
when they knelled in tones echoing the threat and 
dread curse : "Be — con-found-ed — Be — con- 
found-ed ! " And she prayed it might not be. 

She later followed the king to York House. As 
she came to the entry she saw him in conversation 
with Sir John Seymour and his daughter. Some- 
how the king's attention seemed to be given more 
particularly to the beautiful damsel with the 
starry eyes who seemed flattered with his notice. 

Seeing the queen approaching, the king 
abruptly left them and joined her, and a some- 
thing within Anne told her not to speak to the king 
about them. A cold shiver, however, ran through 
her frame, for a fatalistic instinct seemed to tell 
her that the beauty the king was talking to was 
the one who would eventually dethrone her. 






AFTERWORD 

The novel you have read contains much of his- 
toric truth — so much, that it is hard to tell 
where truth ends and fiction begins. This book 
closes with the crowning of Queen Anne. The 
author has nearly completed another volume which 
covers the period from the coronation to the trag^ 
ical end of the beautiful and ill-fated Anne when, 
by the king's command, she was brought to the 
block. 

He promises that the coming book will be 
freighted with vivid scenes of romance blended 
with history more intensely interesting than the 
book you have now read. 

R. D. 
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